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CHAPTER  XII. 

REVOLUTION. 

The  expulsion  of  a  brother  from  the 
Monastery  was  an  event  so  remarkable  that 
one  might  imagine  that  it  would  be  the 
subject  of  abiding  comment.  Brother  Charles 
was  criticised  ;  Brother  Charles  was  ordered 
to  depart  on  or  before  Saturday.  As  you 
will  presently  learn,  he  did  depart.  Yet,  if 
you  ask  the  Community  about  him  now,  you 
will  find  that  the  event  and  the  man  are  both 
forgotten.  If  the  erring  brother  is  remem- 
bered at  all  it  is  on  account  of  his  very 
VOL.  in.  ^-i 
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remarkable  and  aristocratic  appearance  — 
accounted  for  by  the  tradition  of  the  British 
nobleman  forced  to  leave  his  native  country 
on  account  of  profligacy.  The  reason  of  this 
speedy  oblivion  was  that  there  followed  upon 
his  expulsion  a  series  of  epoch-making  events. 

What  happened  was  nothing  short  of 
Revolution. 

By  those  who  delight  in  searching  out  the 
hidden  causes  of  things  it  is  always  averred 
that  the  real  originator  of  the  rebellion  was 
none  other  than  Gilbert  Maryon.  For,  they 
say,  when  that  brother  arrived,  the  House 
was  fast  drifting  into  an  unquestioning  spirit 
— a  simple  vacuity  of  mind — which  would 
seem  to  be  the  frame  most  to  be  desired  by 
those  who  meditate  continually.  If  you 
neither  talk,  nor  read,  nor  think,  nor  desire, 
nor  hope,  nor  fear,  vacuity  is  the  result.  In 
this  most  desirable  frame  of  mind,  Meditation 
is  always  possible,  at  any  time  of  day  or 
night — and  if  people  believe  that  in  Medita- 


REVOLUTION  3 

tion  they  achieve  heights  and  raptures  of 
which  they  remember  nothing  when  they 
return,  then,  of  course,  Meditation  is  the 
most  desirable  of  all  conditions,  and  there- 
fore a  priori,  vacuity  ;  and  therefore — it  is 
like  a  proposition  in  Euclid — total  abstinence 
from  all  disturbing  causes  of  every  kind.  To 
be  sure,  had  the  House  gone  too  far  in  that 
respect,  no  one  would  have  been  able  to  do 
any  work,  and  so  they  would  all  starve  either 
into  death  or  activity ;  in  either  case  they 
would  lose  the  power  of  Meditation  ;  they 
would  have  to  climb  down.  In  other  words, 
the  logical  end  and  result  of  the  cultivation 
of  trance  would  be  clearly  a  choice  between 
starvation  or  a  return  to  earthly  laws — 
which  means  work  in  return  for  food.  The 
Master  recognised  this  alternative  when  he 
enjoined  daily  work  ;  but  he  had  not  fore- 
seen the  danger  of  mental  vacuity — which 
would  render  work  impossible. 

Gilbert  startled  them  into  wakefulness  ;  he 
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disturbed  them  ;  he  broke  the  Rule  about 
frivolous  talk,  and  talked  with  all  of  them 
who  were  still  capable  of  speech.  He  talked 
during  Fatigue ;  during  Recreation  ;  during 
Restoration.  He  was  curious  about  their 
reasons  for  joining  the  Community  ;  he 
wanted  to  know  why  they  had  left  Outside ; 
he  revived  the  Past,  which  many  of  them 
would  willingly  have  seen  buried  and  done 
with,  and  all  had  agreed  to  forget  if  they 
could.  He  wanted  also  to  know  what  they 
remembered  about  Meditation. 

Everybody  knows  that  whenever  two  or 
three  are  gathered  together  with  the  avowed 
intention  of  seeing  what  nobody  else  can  see, 
of  hearing  voices  which  nobody  else  can 
hear,  and  of  receiving  communications  which 
advance  nobody,  there  is  an  irresistible 
temptation  to  '  go  one  better.'  Everyone 
wishes  to  be  thought  more  richly  endowed 
with  spookishness  than  his  neighbours. 
Hence    whispers,    mystery,    affectation,    and 
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pretensions.  It  was  admitted  by  all  that  the 
greatest  achievements  were  those  of  the 
Master,  who,  as  a  true  visionary,  gave  him- 
self no  airs  at  all.  Now,  by  the  simple 
process  of  cross-examination,  Gilbert  arrived 
at  the  discovery  that  nobody,  except  the 
Master  and  Cicely,  ever  remembered  what 
they  saw  in  Meditation.  In  sleep  one  some- 
times gets  dreams  ;  there  is  some  reason  in 
going  to  sleep  ;  in  Meditation  no  one  gets 
anything  except  oblivion  for  an  hour. 

Gilbert  made  this  discovery  public.  That 
is  to  say,  he  communicated  it  to  every  one 
who  still  preserved  the  power  of  speech  and 
thought.  And  it  made  them  uneasy.  Their 
pride  was  hurt — their  pride  in  themselves, 
and  their  pride  in  each  other.  Those  who 
pretended,  and  had  succeeded  in  deceiving 
themselves,  were  angry  and  out  of  conceit 
with  the  whole  business  ;  those  who  were 
modest,  and  only  hoped  to  arrive,  some  time 
or  other,  at  the  Elevation  claimed  by  others, 
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had  their  hopes  dashed  to  the  ground,  on 
hearing  that  there  was  no  proof  of  Elevation 
or  Higher  Plains.  What  is  the  use  of 
soaring  to  the  peaks  of  the  Himalayas  where 
dwell  those  philosophers  whose  wisdom  com- 
pared with  our  wisdom  is  reported  to  be  as 
Lombard  Street  compared  with  a  China 
orange,  if  one  remembers  nothing  on  re- 
turning ?  These  things,  and  such  things 
as  these,  were  whispered  about.  Except 
for  the  most  vacuous,  who  could  do  no  more 
than  eat,  drink,  sleep,  and  meditate,  the 
peace  of  the  House  was  disturbed ;  an  agita- 
tion went  on  below  the  surface  ;  the  members 
began  to  talk  again,  and  with  animation. 

Then  fell  upon  them  suddenly  the  news  of 
the  morning's  work.  Everything  was  known. 
Sister  Euphemia,  indignant  with  the  Com- 
mittee, yet  delighted  with  the  discomfiture  of 
the  pair  who  had  brought  about  the  mischief, 
ran  about  and  told  everybody.  Brother 
Gilbert  and  Sister  Cicely  had  been  criticised 


REVOLUTION  7 

for  entertaining  a  Single  Attachment  to  the 
danger  of  their  Elevation  ;  they  had  been 
ordered  to  marry  where  they  could  not  be 
expected  to  entertain  any  kind  of  Single 
Attachment  ;  ihey  had  rebelled  ;  Brother 
Gilbert  had  boldly  carried  off  the  girl,  and 
they  were  now  launched  into  Outside— an 
awful,  perilous  position  for  a  pair  so  young 
and  so  singly  attached.  What  terrible  thing 
would  happen  to  them  ?  For  they  had  all 
become  like  children  in  their  dread  of  the 
Unknown  and  the  Wild. 

'  Nothing,'  said  Sister  Euphemia  gloomily. 
*  That  is,  nothing  bad  will  happen  to  them. 
The  bad  things  will  happen  to  us.  For  they 
are  gone  ;  they  will  never  come  back  to  us 
again.  Love  will  make  them  too  happy. 
Do  you  think  that  I  should  have  come  here 
twenty  years  ago  if  Love  had  made  me  as 
happy  as  I  hoped  }  Certainly  not.  We  may 
meditate,  and  rise  to  Heights — though  no- 
body remembers  anything  about  it — but  we 
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can't  be  happy  without  Love.     No  ;    it  isn't 
in  nature.' 

'  Happiness  is  not  to  be  desired,'  replied 
another  sister.  '  There's  nothing  to  be 
desired  but  Elevation.     We  all  know  that.' 

'  The  question  is  how  to  get  it,'  said  Sister 
Euphemia.  '  The  more  I  think  about  it, 
which  is  all  day  long,  the  more  I  feel  that  I'd 
rather  get  it  through  Love  than  through 
Meditation.  At  all  events,  that  way  you 
see  what  you've  got.  By  Meditation  you 
don't  see  anything,  and  so  you  don't  know 
what  you've  got  when  you  have  got  it !' 

And  then  they  heard  that  Sister  Phoebe, 
that  most  rigid  observer  of  the  Rule,  the  first 
at  Meditation,  the  first  at  Fatigue,  the 
austere,  the  uncompromising,  the  manager  of 
the  Dairy,  had  been  also  criticised  ;  and  with 
her.  Brother  Silas,  Silas  the  Silent,  the 
champion  Meditator,  Silas,  the  Director  of 
the  Farm.  Criticised  !  These  two  !  If 
such  things  could  be  done  to  the  chief  among 
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them,  what  might  be  done  to  the  least?  And 
these  two,  who  had  been  wilHng  to  sacrifice 
their  own  incHnations  for  the  good  of  others 
even  so  far  as  to  marry  the  two  rebels,  had 
been  actually  ordered  to  marry  each  other  ! 

All  these  things  together  caused  a  con- 
dition of  restless  excitement  which  spread 
from  one  to  the  other,  and  loosened  tongues, 
and  caused  eager  discussion.  Yet  there 
were  some  unmoved  by  these,  or  any  other 
events,  who  sat  apart  in  silent  vacuity,  with 
empty  brains,  happy,  if  that  can  be  called 
happiness  where  there  is  nothing  left  but 
bodily  pain  and  the  physical  satisfaction  of 
food.  These,  his  disciples,  were  to  the 
Master  a  continual  source  of  satisfaction  : 
he  thought  that  they  were  uplifted,  even  to 
the  severance  of  soul  and  body  ;  he  thought 
they  were  soaring,  like  himself,  upwards  to 
other  worlds  peopled  by  men  and  women 
advanced  to  wisdom  unattainable  here  and 
to   enjoyment  inconceivable.      And  all  with- 
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out  the  least  aids  of  instruction,  exhortation, 
reading,  prayer,  or  praise,  such  as  in  every 
other  religion  have  always  been  found 
necessary.  Think,  if  you  can,  of  the 
glorious  conditions  of  that  country  in  which, 
as  in  this  House,  the  material  wants  of  every 
man  should  be  secured  for  him  without  any 
anxiety  or  trouble  on  his  own  part.  Think, 
if  you  can,  of  the  splendid  spirit  of  enterprise 
which  would  grow  up  among  a  people  who 
had  already  all  that  they  desired.  Think, 
if  you  can,  of  a  community  cut  off  from 
the  outside  world,  forbidden  to  read,  for- 
bidden to  speak  except  of  things  necessary, 
deprived  of  aims  and  ambitions. 

They  were  not  all  reduced  to  the  condition 
naturally  resulting  from  these  rules  ;  many 
were  still  open  to  reason  and  to  observation. 
With  these  the  whispers  grew  into  murmurs  ; 
the  murmurs  swelled ;  the  verandah  was 
crowded  with  fifty  or  sixty  members,  all 
talking  at  once  and  all  talking  loudly. 
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Then  rang  the  supper  bell,  loud  and  dis- 
cordant. They  stopped  talking,  and  all 
together  as  usual  trooped  into  the  Hall. 

Sister  Phoebe  and  Brother  Silas  occupied 
their  customary  places  opposite  each  other  ; 
the  bride's  face  was  red  and  angry,  the 
bridegroom's  sullen  and  resentful.  Brother 
Charles — he  whom  the  Committee  had 
ordered  to  leave  the  House — occupied  his 
own  place,  taking  his  food  in  his  usual  cold 
and  gloomy  silence.  The  places  of  Brother 
Gilbert  and  Sister  Cicely  were  empty — it 
was  true,  then,  they  had  fled.  In  his  chair 
sat  the  Master,  but  with  hanging  head  and 
heavy  looks  ;  everybody  knew  that  Cicely 
was  to  the  old  man  as  a  daughter.  Yet  he 
had  driven  her  away  ;  so  admirable  was  his 
faith  in  his  own  teaching.  No  one,  to  be 
sure,  has  ever  heard  of  a  crank  who  shrank 
from  acting,  even  to  his  own  injury  and  un- 
happiness,  up  to  his  own  crankiness ;  and 
if  the  members  of  a  crank's  own  household 
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should  refuse  obedience,  belief,  and  con- 
formity, what  must  happen  to  them  ?  The 
answer  to  this  question  is  perfectly  well 
understood  by  every  woman  who  has  a  father 
or  a  husband  in  the  tents  of  Crankiness. 
Wherefore,  if  women,  instead  of  men,  had 
framed  the  Liturgy,  they  would  have  added  a 
special  clause  for  protection  against  the  crank ; 
and  above  all  against  the  religious  crank. 

Cicely  was  gone  ;  the  Master  had  himself 
driven  her  out ;  and  now  he  sat  in  mourning 
which  would  last  his  life  through,  and  beyond. 

There  was  more  than  simple  mourning 
in  the  Master's  mind.  He  had  lost  the 
child.  That  was  much.  But  he  could  not, 
as  usual,  send  forth  his  soul  into  the  unseen 
world  for  sweet  commune  with  the  child's 
mother  ;  his  spirit  was  heavy  as  lead  within 
him  ;  perhaps,  he  thought,  the  mother  was 
angry  with  him.  Had  she  not  always  loved 
her  own  husband,  that  pure  and  spotless 
saint  ?       Yet    he    had    acted    on     his    own 
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teaching,  and  in  the  spiritual  interests  of 
the  child.  Would  the  mother  desert  him  ? 
If  he  was  to  be  deprived  both  of  his  spiritual 
sister  and  his  spiritual  daughter,  what  would 
become  of  him  ? 

You  have  heard  of  the  music  with  which, 
during  supper,  their  souls  were  lifted  up. 
The  piano  was  played  for  them  by  a  German, 
the  only  musician  in  the  House.  This 
evening  the  piano  was  closed.  The  musician 
took  his  place  at  the  tables. 

'  No,'  he  said,  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  '  I 
cannot  play  no  more.  The  little  girl  ' — he 
called  her  '  Ze  leedle  curl,'  but  we  must 
make  allowance  for  emotion — '  she  has  gone 
away.  For  five  years  have  I  played  to  make 
her  dance  when  you  have  done  what  you  call 
your  dance  —  your  crawl '  —  he  called  it 
'grawl,'  which  one  writes  down,  not  in 
foolish  ridicule,  but  because  it  really  seems  a 
word  which  very  well  describes  the  uncouth 
dance  or  shuffle  of  the  members.      It  was  not 
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a  crawl  so  much  as  a  'grawl.'  '  For  five  years, 
to  be  rewarded  every  evening  with  her  lovely 
dance  at  the  end.  Her  dance  was  my  joy. 
When  she  stopped  I  could  feel  my  soul 
flying  right  out  of  my  head  and  going  up — 
right  up,  going  up  high — so  high,  that  I 
don't  know  nosings  where  I  am.  No.  I 
play  no  more.     The  little  girl  is  gone.' 

So  he  sat  down,  and  began  to  drink  coffee 
with  as  much  avidity  as  if  it  had  been  Vienna 
beer. 

They  knew  not  what  he  meant  by  the 
little  girl's  dancing.  They  never  saw  her 
dance.  Nobody  had  ever  seen  her  dance. 
Their  one  walk-round,  or  double  shuffle,  or 
*  grawl,'  that  many  of  them  performed  for 
soothing  purposes  every  night  before  going 
off,  they  knew,  of  course.  But  what  did  he 
mean  by  the  joy  of  seeing  the  little  girl 
dance  ?  However,  they  sat  down,  and  in 
unwonted  excitement  they  broke  the  bread 
of  the  evening  meal. 
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When  supper  was  finished,  the  English- 
man known  as  Brother  Charles  rose  and 
went  out,  as  he  had  done  every  evening 
since  his  arrival.  The  others  assumed 
their  usual  position ;  leaning  their  backs 
aoainst  the  table,  with  feet  outstretched, 
with  hands  folded,  and  their  heads  leaning 
slightly  down.  Some  of  them — those  who 
have  been  indicated  as  the  more  advanced 
in  vacuity — went  off  instantly.  Of  the  rest 
it  was  noticed  that  the  Master  was  restless  ; 
as  a  rule  he  lost  no  time  in  getting  his  soul 
under  weigh  ;  this  evening  he  fidgeted  and 
changed  his  position  ;  he  crossed  his  legs, 
he  laid  his  hand  on  the  table,  he  supported 
his  head  on  the  other  hand,  he  kept  his  eyes 
closed  ;  but  it  was  obvious  to  all  that  he  was 
neither  asleep  nor  in  Meditation.  Sister 
Phoebe  and  Brother  Silas,  in  general  most 
zealous  in  Meditation,  were  equally  restless  ; 
and  at  least  half  the  members  fidgeted  in 
their  places,  getting  no  nearer  the  point  of 
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absorption.  Some  of  them,  without  the  aid 
of  the  music,  tried  their  shuffling  dance,  but 
it  proved  powerless  to  soothe  anyone.  In 
a  word,  for  the  first  time  the  Community 
were  unable  to  meditate ;  they  remained 
wide  awake  ;  they  became  only  more  wide 
awake  the  longer  they  sat  there. 

Then  Sister  Euphemia  arose  and  spoke. 
She  made  a  great  speech. 

*  Brothers  and  sisters,'  she  said,  *  a  very 
terrible  and  cruel  thing  has  been  done  in 
the  House  this  day.'  Sister  Phoebe  groaned, 
'  I  mean  to  say  what  I  think.  Those  of  us 
who  have  gone  off  won't  hear  ;  those  of  us 
who  can't  go  off  may  say  what  they  please. 
I  don't  care  what  they  say.  A  cruel  thing  it 
was.  I  was  on  the  Committee,  but  I  couldn't 
help  it.  They  took  Cicely,  that  sweet  child, 
the  only  pretty  thing  in  the  House,  and  they 
took  Gilbert,  the  only  man  in  the  place 
who's  awake  and  real,  and  they  drove  them 
into  rebellion.     They've  run  away  together. 
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Will  they  come  back  again  ?  I  don't 
think  so.' 

Nobody  answered  her.  She  went  on  with 
what  turned  out  to  be  a  long  sermon. 

'  Brothers  and  sisters,  we're  a  frumpy  lot. 
There's  nothing  interesting  about  any  of  us 
except  those  two.  We  pretend  to  forget  our 
Past — we  shut  our  eyes  and  pretend  that  it 
isn't  there.  Most  of  us  have  got  a  dismal 
Past — I  have,  for  one — Pve  pretended  to 
forget  it  for  twenty  years.  But  Gilbert 
showed  me  that  I  hadn't.  A  bad  Past — 
some  of  us  have  got.  But  those  two  haven't 
got  any  Past  at  all.  Some  said  that  Gilbert 
was  a  British  lord,  and  therefore  a  profligate. 
He  isn't.  He's  only  a  well-behaved  young 
gentleman,  and  he  loves  the  girl,  down  to 
the  very  ground  she  walks  upon. 

'  I've  seen  it  growing  with  both  of  them. 
I've  sat  under  the  trees  with  my  knitting, 
and  watched  them,  timid  and  shy,  and  trying 
to  explain.     Oh  !  as  if  I  didn't  know  what  it 
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means !  As  if  I  could  ever  forget  the  Past ! 
It  made  me  so  happy  that  I  can't  tell  you, 
only  to  look  on,  till  I  saw  that  they  under- 
stood each  other  at  last.  And  then  they 
were  criticised,     Sakes  alive  !     What  for  ? 

*  They  told  the  girl — that  delicate,  dainty 
flower — that  she  was  to  marry  a  man  who's 
little  better  than  a  stable  boy  :  his  place  is 
in  the  farmyard  among  the  pigs  and  the 
straw — look  at  him  !  And  they  told  the 
young  man,  who's  just  as  sensitive  as  any 
lady,  that  he  was  to  marry  a  woman  ten 
years  older  than  himself,  with  no  more 
feelings  than  the  cheese-press  and  no  more 
manners  than  a  dairymaid — look  at  her !  So 
they've  run  away.  And  what  those  two 
poor  lambs  will  do  out  in  the  wide  world 
the  good  Lord  only  knows  ! 

*  They  loved  each  other,'  she  went  on, 
growing  more  eloquent.  '  Oh  !  why  did  I 
come  here  out  of  the  world  ?  It  was  to 
forget    the  misery  of  lost  love.     Why     did 
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they  run  away  ?  To  escape  the  misery  of 
lost  love.  What  does  the  Committee  know 
of  love  ?  Nothing.  What  does  the  Master 
know  of  love  .'*  Nothing.  He  tells  us  to 
avoid  Single  Attachments.  Ive  been  here 
twenty  years,  I'm  the  oldest  member  next  to 
the  Master,  and  I've  never  seen  one  person 
advanced  an  inch  by  keeping  out  of  Single 
Attachments — not  one  inch.  Only  here  and 
there  a  saint  like  the  Master  comes  out 
perhaps — I  don't  know  for  sure — the  stronger 
for  being  alone  all  the  time.  And  even  he, 
if  you  come  to  think  of  it,  loved  the  girl. 
I've  been  looking  on  for  twenty  years,  I've 
never  spoken  before,  because  I  wanted  to 
forget  the  Past,  and  all  that  I  had  to  say  de- 
pended on  my  own  past  experience.  But  I 
will  say  it  now,  if  it's  only  just  for  once.  I 
look  round,  1  say,  and  I  see  that  we  are  all 
ol  us,  all  together,  except  the  Master,  grow- 
ing selfish  more  and  more.  The  Master 
says  we  stand  every  one  alone.      So  we  do, 
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I  dare  say,  but  we  stand  in  a  crowd  as  well, 
and  we  ought  to  help  each  other  all  we  can, 
and  to  lean  on  each  other,  and  to  think  more 
about  each  other  than  about  ourselves. 
There  is  no  support  or  encouragement  to 
be  got  here  from  anybody  :  we  are  looking 
out,  every  one  for  himself.  We  are  like 
pigs  feeding  in  a  trough,  each  helping  him- 
self; we  have  no  thought,  nor  pity,  nor  care 
for  any  one  but  ourselves.  Oh  !  my  friends, 
this  is  the  end  of  our  beautiful  community  1 

'  Why,  when  Gilbert  came — bless  him  ! — 
we  had  almost  through  long  silence  lost  the 
power  of  speech  altogether.  We  had  left  off 
asking  how  it  fared  with  the  Soul.  We 
were  dropping  into  a  deadly,  dismal,  selfish 
silence.     Was  that  what  we  came  here  for  ? 

'  What  do  we  see  when  we  go  off  in 
Meditation  ?  Eh  !  I  ask  any  of  you  what 
do  we  see  ?  I  have  been  here  twenty  years 
— all  the  time  mistaking  forgetfulness  for 
Elevation  —  every  evening  I  make  that 
mistake — same  as  all   of  us.      I    don't  want 
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that  any  more.  I  want  to  remember,  not  to 
forget.  What  do  we  get  out  of  Meditation 
but  forgetfulness  }  Does  anybody  get  any- 
thing else  ?  Does  any  one,'  she  repeated 
earnestly — 'any  one  in  this  room — any  one 
who's  awake  and  can  answer — get  anything 
else  ?  Does  any  one  remember  anything 
that  he  saw,  or  heard,  or  felt  in  Meditation  ?' 

'I  remember,'  said  the  musician,  'a  little 
girl  and  a  lovely  dance.    And  now  she's  gone.' 

'  Hold  up  hands  all  of  you  who  remember 
anything  of  last  night's  Meditation.' 

Not  a  hand  was  held  up. 

'  Why  ?'  she  asked  triumphantly,  feeling 
her  own  strength.  '  Meditation  is  a  lovely 
thing.  The  Master  is  carried  up  to  the 
Heavens  in  Meditation.  When  he  comes 
back,  he  remembers.  Why  do  we  remember 
nothing  ?  Because  we  have  been  going 
down  —  down  —  down  —  getting  more  and 
more  selfish,  more  silent,  each  for  himself 
more  and  more.     That  is  why.' 

The   company   murmured.     Then   one  of 
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them,  one  of  the  younger  women,  yet  a 
woman  of  thirty  or  so,  rose  and  spoke  in 
her  turn. 

*  What  Sister  Euphemia  says  is  true.  I 
remember  nothing — I  have  got  nothing  out 
of  Meditation.  But  this  is  a  Home  to  me, 
and  there  is  no  other  Home  in  all  the  world 
except  this — for  me.  I  cannot  forget  the  Past, 
because  I  know  that  if  I  go  back  again  there 
is  not  one  of  all  the  people — the  people — the 

dear   people  who    loved    me  once '    her 

voice  broke  down — '  who  would  take  me  in 
and  love  me  again.  I  couldn't  dare  ask  it.' 
She  sat  down  and  covered  her  face. 

'  Poor  dear  !'  said  Euphemia.  '  She  cannot 
forget  the  Past  :  can  any  one  among  us 
forget  the  Past  ? 

'  What  are  we  to  do,  then  ? 

*  We  must  become  brothers  and  sisters  in 
reality.  We  must  love  each  other  as  much 
as  we  can.  We  must  work  for  each  other 
and   help   each   other.     We  must   make  the 


REVOLUTION  23 

younger  members  marry  for  love  ;  we  must 
have  children  among  us  ;  we  must  make  our 
lives  happier.  Oh  !  I  see  a  thousand  ways. 
Leave  it  to  me.  You  men,  leave  it  to  the 
sisters  :  they  are  brighter  than  you  because 
they  talk  more.  And  you  women,  to-morrow 
we  will  talk.' 

Then  the  musician  arose  and  walked 
solemnly  to  the  piano,  which  he  opened 
with  the  air  of  an  officiating  clergyman. 
He  looked  round,  and  he  said,  '  Let  us  sing.' 

He  played  a  German  folk-song,  and  began 
to  sing  it  himself  in  a  full  powerful  baritone. 
The  Community  had  never  before  heard  any 
singing,  except  the  light  voice  of  Cicely  at 
her  work.  They  listened.  They  knew  no 
words  ;  presently  they  began  to  join  in  one 
by  one.  At  last  they  were  all  singing — a 
song  literally  without  words  ;  high  up  in  the 
astonished  rafters  rolled  and  rang  the  voices 
of  those  who  sang,  one  with  another.  There 
was  no  longer  the  least  desire  for  Meditation  ; 


24  THE  CITY  OF  REFUGE 

the  vacuous  expression  went  out  of  their 
faces  ;  life  and  light  returned. 

The  singing  was  at  its  height  when  the 
Master,  who  had  not  been  meditating,  but 
was  absorbed  in  gloomy  reflection  and  fore- 
bodings, became  aware  of  something  unusual. 
He  looked  round  him,  rose,  and  walked  out 
of  the  Hall  without  remark. 

At  last  they  grew  tired  of  singing. 

'  Now,'  cried  the  leader,  the  deliverer,  the 
new  Joan  of  Arc,  '  we  have  begun,  and  we 
will  go  on.  To-morrow  we  must  let  them 
all  know  what  we  mean.  There's  going  to 
be  a  change  in  our  ways.  Those  who  please 
may  meditate.  For  my  own  part  I  have 
meditated  for  twenty  long  years,  and  nothing 
at  all  has  come  of  it.  I  shall  try  for  the 
Higher  Life  by  talking  and  singing  and 
helping  the  others.' 

Thus  simply  and  unexpectedly  was  struck 
the  first  blow  of  the  great  rebellion  which 
transformed  the  House. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

WHAT      IS      HER      NAME? 

Meantime  Gilbert  had  recovered  his  port- 
manteau from  the  House  and  was  enabled 
once  more  to  put  himself  into  the  sombre 
habiliments  which  represent  evening  dress. 
A  pleasing  discovery  awaited  him  :  on  open- 
ing the  portmanteau  he  found  that  his  watch 
and  chain,  his  rings,  his  seals,  his  studs,  the 
silver  topped  toilet  things,  his  silver  cigarette 
case,  his  gold  pencil  case,  his  ivory  brushes, 
and  all  the  little  costly  things  with  which  a 
young  man  loves  to  furnish  his  travelling  gear 
and  himself,  had  vanished.  Everything  that 
could  be  turned  into  money  was  gone.      His 
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purse,  you  remember,  had  already  gone.  He 
gazed  at  the  gaps  left  in  the  portmanteau : 
and  he  laughed  grimly,  because  he  enter- 
tained no  doubt  at  all  as  to  the  person  who 
had  conveyed  away  that  valuable  and  sale- 
able property. 

'  Good  Heavens !'  he  said,  in  admiration. 
'  To  him  nothing  is  mean  :  nothing  degrades  : 
nothing  is  unworthy.  He  does  these  things 
and  he  preserves  the  manners  of  a  Duke  ! 
He  organizes  villainous  conspiracies :  he 
invents  villainous  Lono-  Firms  :  he  concocts 
villainous  frauds — all  in  the  Noble,  Stately, 
and  Grand  Style  :  and  besides  these  schemes 
which  mark  his  greatness,  he  does  not  disdain 
the  humble  practice  of  the  area  sneak.  A 
wonderful  man  !  A  marvellous  man  !  And 
to-day  is  Thursday  :  and  on  Saturday — we 
shall  see — what  shall  we  see  ?' 

Then  he  remembered  the  message.  '  What 
must  be  done  shall  be  done,  but  not  by  your 
hands.' 


WHAT  IS  HER  NAME?  27 

'  Why  do  I  trust  these  words  ?'  he  asked 
himself.  '  There  is  no  reason  at  all  :  not  the 
least  reason.  The  thing  is  miraculous  :  it  is 
supernatural :  it  haunts  me  :  yet  I  trust  it.' 

At  the  customary  hour  he  presented  him- 
self. In  the  middle  of  the  room  stood 
Cicely,  receiving,  with  colour  a  little 
heightened,  the  last  touch  from  the  maid. 

'  I  think  we  have  done  very  well,'  said 
Lady  Osterley,  critically  superintending. 
'  To-morrow  we  must  get  some  more  things 
for  you,  my  dear  child,  if  the  shops  of  this 
town  are  equal  to  the  occasion.' 

Gilbert  stepped  forward.  The  maid  with- 
drew, took  the  pin  out  of  her  mouth,  and 
watched  his  astonishment,  pleased  as  an  artist 
at  the  result  of  her  work. 

Lady  Osterley  stepped  aside  with  an 
expectant  smile.     Cicely  stood  revealed. 

'  Heavens  !'  cried  Gilbert.  '  What  have 
they  done  to  you,  Cicely  ?' 

She  was  transformed  :  not  in  face,  because 
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any  change  in  that  face  would  be  a  change  for 
the  worse ;  but  she  was  glorified.  She  was 
no  longer  Sister  Cicely  of  the  House  of 
Meditation,  disguised  with  hair  cut  short, 
hanging  over  her  ears,  and  in  the  most 
hideous  costume  possible  to  imagine.  She 
was  Cicely  of  the  world  :  Cicely  of  Outside. 
The  maid,  recognising  the  splendid  possi- 
bilities of  face  and  figure,  had  kept  that  pin 
in  her  mouth  all  the  afternoon  while  she 
brought  to  bear  on  the  subject  all  the  artistic 
feeling  and  craft  that  she  possessed.  The 
result  was  a  really  high-class  work  of  Art. 
You  know  that  artificial  but  extremely  lovely 
product  of  the  gardener's  skill,  the  Moss 
rose  ;  you  also  know  the  very  humble  but 
also  lovely  product  of  Nature,  unaided,  and 
left  to  the  hedge  and  to  the  cold  wind,  the 
Briar  rose.  By  what  magic  art  can  one 
transform  the  Briar  rose  into  the  Moss  rose 
in  a  single  afternoon  ?  Gilbert  stood  staring 
in  amazement.     Then  he  went  down  on  one 
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knee,  as  to  a  queen,  and  took  her  hand  and 
kissed  it. 

'My  dear,'  he  said,  'you  are  always 
beautiful  ;  now,  for  the  first  time,  your  dress 
sets  off  your  face.' 

'  You  are  satisfied,  Gilbert,  with  our  after- 
noon's work  ?'  asked  Lady  Osterley. 

Satisfied?  Good  Heavens!  He  could 
not  reply. 

Cicely  stood  before  him  blushing  and  con- 
fused. Yet  she  held  her  head  erect,  as  if 
these  fine  things  actually  belonged  to  her  of 
right,  and  from  the  beginning.  She  had  just 
been  brought  out  of  the  dressing-room  where 
the  maid  had  been  shut  up  with  her  all  the 
afternoon  with  this  result.  Her  hair  was 
dressed  in  something  like  the  mode — as 
near  as  its  cruel  shortness  permitted  ;  she 
wore  one  of  Dorabyn's  own  white  dresses, 
hurriedly  altered  for  her,  all  covered  with 
beautiful  lace  and  embroidery  ;  there  was  a 
touch  of  colour  at  the  throat. 
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Gilbert  saw  the  effect,  but  did  not  ask  how 
it  was  produced  :  her  slender  neck  was  set  off 
with  a  necklace  of  pearls  and  gold  :  her  half 
bare  arms  were  adorned  with  two  bracelets  : 
a  white  flower  was  in  her  hair  :  she  looked 
more  dainty,  more  exquisitely,  delicately 
beautiful  than  even  Gilbert,  her  lover,  could 
have  imagined  possible — and  she  stood  before 
him  blushing,  smiling,  pleased  to  please  her 
lover,  wondering  why  she  herself  was  so 
pleased  with  her  new  finery,  she  who  had 
never  in  her  life  before  had  dreams  of  dress 
or  yearnings  after  lovely  things.  Can  you 
imagine,  my  dear  young  lady,  the  existence 
of  a  girl  with  no  dreams  of  dress  ? 

'  Cicely,'  said  Gilbert,  taking  her  hand, 
'  Dorabyn  will  make  you  as  queenly  as 
herself.' 

The  maid  retired,  well  pleased  with  this 
homage  to  her  powers.  She  knew,  of  course, 
to  whom  the  credit  was  due  ;  this  assurance 
is   too  often   the  only  reward  of  the  artistic 
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lady's-maid.  '  As  for  her  dress  when  she 
came ' — this  was  what  she  told  the  nurse — 
'  I  assure  you  that  I  was  ashamed — ashamed 
to  look  at  it — I  wouldn't  dress  a  scullery 
maid  so  :  and  for  a  young  lady — but  there ! 
I  suppose  they're  just  carried  away  with  fads 
and  fancies  !  I  blushed  ;  I  really  did  :  it  was 
almost  improper.  Boots  like  a  ploughboy's  ; 
stockings  of  wool  ;  frock  just  a  common 
serge  :  her  hair  short — the  most  beautiful 
soft  and  silky  hair  you  ever  saw,  cut  round 
her  ears.  Oh !  I  could  have  sat  down  and 
cried  to  see  the  Lord's  gifts  and  graces 
thrown  away  in  such  a  manner.  Well,  my 
dear,  I  know  a  figure  when  I  see  one — 
there's  not  too  many  good  figures  to  be 
found.  My  lady  herself  hasn't  got  a  finer 
figure  than  Miss  Cicely.  All  the  afternoon 
I've  been  over  the  job.  Now  she's  dressed 
like  a  countess.  When  you  take  in  the  boy 
for  good-night,  look  at  her — you  may  well 
look    at    her,    for  you   won't   find    a   lovelier 
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young  lady  anywhere.  Lovely  ?  She's  like 
an  angel  in  Heaven  now  she's  dressed !  And 
in  white,  like  an  angel !' 

'  Fine  feathers,'  said  the  nurse,  '  make  fine 
birds.  Not  but  what  my  lady  has  got  a 
figure.' 

•Well,  you  look  at  the  young  lady.  I 
suppose  she  is  a  lady  born,  otherwise  Mr. 
Gilbert  wouldn't  have  fallen  in  love  with  her. 
And  my  lady  wouldn't  otherwise  take  her 
in,  even  to  oblige  Mr.  Gilbert.  She'll  make 
a  lovely  bride.' 

'  What's  her  name  T  asked  the  nurse. 

'  I  don't  know.  My  lady  only  called  her 
Cicely.     And  I  called  her  Miss  Cicely.' 

The  same  question  occurred  to  Lady 
Osterley.  What  was  her  name  ?  You  can 
get  along  very  well  with  a  girl  in  domestic 
matters  even  if  you  know  only  her  Christian 
name,  but  for  external  affairs  it  is  really 
necessary  to  know  her  surname. 
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It  was  close  upon  dinner-time.  Mr. 
Annandale  would  probably  dine  with  them, 
and  Lady  Osterley  suddenly  remembered  that 
there  must  be  a  little  ceremony  of  introduc- 
tion. 

'  Before  we  go  down,  Gilbert,  there  is  one 
thing — how  could  we  forget  it  ? — you  have 
not  told  me  Cicely's  name.' 

'  Cicely's  name  ?  Did  I  forget  to  tell  you 
Cicely's  name  ?  Why — I  don't  know  her 
name.  What  is  it,  Cicely  ?  Now  I  come 
to  think  about  it,  Dorabyn,  she  hasn't  got 
any  name.' 

'  Nonsense.  She  must  have  a  name. 
Everybody  has  a  name.' 

*  Cicely  hasn't,  then.  She's  the  only 
person  in  the  world  who  hasn't  got  a  name. 
You  see,  she  was  born  in  the  House  ;  we 
all  have  Christian  names  only  in  the  Com- 
munity ;  we  leave  our  surnames  behind  us 
when  we  leave  the  world.  I  have,  in  fact, 
already  forgotten  my  own.     Cicely  never  left 
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the  world,  because  this  is  the  first  time  she 
has  ever  entered  the  world.  You  have  no 
name,  have  you,  Cicely  ?' 

'  I  have  never  known  any  other  name  than 
Cicely.' 

'  Well — but  what  was  your  father's  name  ?' 
asked  Lady  Osterley. 

Cicely  shook  her  head  gravely. 

'  He  never  told  me.  I  did  not  know  that 
he  had  a  name.  In  the  House  he  was 
Brother  Raymond.' 

*  Oh  !  but  this  is  absurd.  We  can't  intro- 
duce you  about  as  Cicely,  daughter  of  Brother 
Raymond,  can  we  .'*  Don't  you  really  know 
your  own  father's  name,  my  dear  ?' 

Cicely  shook  her  head  again.  She  really 
did  not  know  this  elementary  fact. 

And  then  there  happened  a  most  wonderful 
thing  :  one  of  the  things  that  are  improbable 
in  the  highest  degree  :  a  thing  so  strange 
that  Gilbert  now  believes  it  to  be  one  link  in 
a  chain  of  events  specially  brought  about  by 
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the  Intelligence  —  the  Soul  —  the  Unseen 
Personality — which  sent  him  the  message 
so  full  of  hope  and  reassurance.  Well,  you 
shall  hear  what  happened. 

'  My  father  never  told  me  his  name,' 
Cicely  repeated.  '  He  left  his  name  behind 
him,  I  suppose,  when  he  came  over  from 
England.  All  the  members  of  the  House 
leave  their  Past  behind  them,  names  and  all, 
when  they  come  in.  I  should  have  done  so, 
but  I  have  no  Past  to  leave — and  no  name.' 

'  She  is  the  daughter  of  the  House, 
Dorabyn,  I  told  you.  Her  mother  died  at 
her  birth.' 

'  Poor  girl !  But  what  are  we  to  do  ? 
Shall  we  invent  a  name  for  her — just  for  a 
little  while,  Gilbert,  until ' 

Gilbert's  eyes  fell  on  the  desk  which  he 
had  carried  away  from  the  House.  '  You 
have  told  me  that  you  have  some  papers 
here.  Cicely,'  he  said,  laying  his  hand  upon 
it.     '  Do  you  think  they  might  throw  some 
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light  upon  this  vanished  Past?  It  may 
become  important  to  find  out  not  only  your 
name,  but  your  people  at  home.  Do  you 
think  you  could  search  the  papers  for  some 
clue  to  your  own  belongings  ?' 

Cicely  opened  the  desk.  '  I  have  not 
looked  into  it,'  she  said,  '  for  some  years — for 
a  long  time.  Here  are  some  letters'— she 
took  out  a  bundle — 'letters  which  my  father 
wrote  to  my  mother  before  they  were  married 
— and  some  written  by  her  to  him.  He 
treasured  them,  and  so  I  have  always  kept 
them.' 

She  took  them  out  of  the  desk,  and  laid 
them  on  the  table.  '  Here  is  a  book  of 
drawings  and  paintings — my  mother's  book  : 
here  is  a  book  full  of  verse  which  my 
mother  wrote  :  here  is  a  book  of  music  which 
I  think  was  written  by  my  mother.' 

*  Will  you  look  at  your  father's  letters, 
Cicely  ?' 

She   untied    the  string  and   took  out  the 
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letters.  They  were  written  in  a  handwriting 
most  artistic,  every  letter  being  beautifully 
formed  and  finished  as  if  it  was  an  artistic 
effort  of  the  greatest  importance.  But  there 
was  no  signature  except  a  single  letter^ — '  R.' 
*  I  can  find  no  name,'  said  Cicely.  '  Will 
you  look  ?' 

'  It  seems  like  sacrilege  to  look  at  a  dead 
man's  letters — and  his  love  letters.  But  the 
occasion  justifies  us,  perhaps.' 

Lady  Osterley  glanced  at  the  letters.  They 
were  all  written  in  the  year  1873,  and  there 
were  about  twenty  of  them  in  all.  '  They  do 
not  tell  us,'  said  Lady  Osterley,  'what  we 
want  to  know.  But  they  are  very  remark- 
able letters.  Cicely,  your  father  must  have 
been  a  man  of  great  elevation  and  some  enthu- 
siasm. These  are  the  letters  of  a  prophet,  or 
a  visionary.  Was  he  a  dreamer  of  dreams  ?' 
'  He  belonged  to  the  next  world,'  Cicely 
replied  gravely,  '  before  he  was  permitted  to 
go  there.' 
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'  They  are  all  addressed  "  Dearest  Alice  "  ; 
and  they  are  signed  "  R.,"  and  nothing  more. 
Let  us  see  what  else  you  have,  Cicely.' 

'  Here  is  my  mother's  book  of  verses.' 

Lady  Osterley  turned  over  the  pages. 
'Why,'  she  said,  '  I  have  seen  some  of  these 
verses.  Where  ?  I  seem  to  know  them. 
They  are  verses  of  aspiration.  Your  father, 
Cicely,  seems  to  have  been  equally  mated. 
Oh !  but  these  are  beautiful  verses ;  they 
ought  to  be  published.  We  must  read  in 
this  book  again,  Cicely.  Meantime  there  is 
no  name  or  signature.' 

'  This  is  her  book  of  paintings.' 

They  were  water  colours,  representing 
angels  singing  in  a  divine  rapture  ;  souls 
borne  upwards  ;  souls  reaching  down  to  help 
those  still  in  earthly  bonds  ;  Heavenly 
messengers  flying  from  world  to  world  ;  the 
lifting  of  the  soul  from  the  lowest  depths. 

'  Cicely,'  said  Lady  Osterley,  '  it  fills  one 
with  a  kind  of  shame  to  feel  how  low  one  is 
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lying.     We    must    study    this    book    again. 
Meantime,  no  name — no  signature.' 

It  was  the  same  with  the  book  of  music — 
no  name. 

'  Here,  then,'  said  Cicely,  '  are  two  por- 
traits taken  when  they  were  young — before 
they  married,  before  they  left  England  :  the 
only  pictures  I  have  of  them.' 

Cicely  took  them  out.  They  were  cabinet 
photographs.  One  of  them  represented  a 
young  man  with  a  high  square  forehead  and 
limpid  eyes — the  forehead  and  eyes  of  an 
enthusiast — exactly  the  same  forehead  and 
the  same  kind  of  dreamy  eyes  that  the 
Master  had.  His  face  was  extremely  hand- 
some, but  not  strong  :  there  was  no  fight  in 
it  :  but  there  was  the  possibility  of  every 
Christian  virtue  —  obedience,  discipline, 
patience,  faith,  hope,  and  visions  —  yes, 
visions  in  plenty. 

'  A     strange     and     beautiful     face,'     said 
Dorabyn,    taking    up    the    portraits.      '  This 
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other  is  your  mother,  I  suppose.  Why — 
I  seem  to  know  that  face.  Surely  I  know- 
that  face.'  This  too  was  the  face  of  one  who 
might  become  a  visionary  :  Cicely  resembled 
her  mother  in  the  sweetness  of  her  face  ;  in 
the  purity  of  her  face  ;  in  the  seriousness  of 
her  face  ;  she  lacked,  however,  the  mysterious 
depths  that  lay  in  her  mother's  eyes,  which 
were  like  wells  of  light  and  faith.  '  You 
curiously  resemble  her,  Cicely — oh  !  you  are 
so  very  much  like  her.  But — but — but  where 
have  I  seen  this  face  ?  Where  have  I  seen 
this  face  ?' 

She  turned  the  portrait  to  the  light  and 
looked  at  it  with  a  kind  of  bewilderment. 
'  I  know  the  face,'  she  said.  '  I  am  certain 
that  I  know  the  face.  I  have  seen  her  some- 
where.    Where  have  I  seen  her  ?' 

She  handed  it  to  Gilbert. 

*  It  reminds  me  of  someone,'  he  said. 
'  Like  you,  Dorabyn,  I  know  the  face. 
Whose  is  it  ?' 
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Just  then  the  nurse  brought  in  the  boy 
to  say  good-night.  Gilbert  looked  up  and 
caught  the  child's  face  as  he  held  it  up  for 
his  mother  to  kiss. 

'  Why,  Dorabyn,  it  is  like  the  boy.  Look 
at  it.' 

She  looked  from  boy  to  picture  and  from 
picture  to  boy.  'It  ?'s  like  him,'  she  said. 
*  It  is  strangely  like  him.  Good-night,  my 
son,  good-night.      Is  it  coincidence,  Gilbert?' 

'  Good  Heavens  !'  he  cried.  '  It  is  like — 
oh  !  is  it  possible  that  I  did  not  see  it  at  once  ? 
And  Cicely,  too !  Why,  it  is  like  her,  too — it 
is  stamped  all  over  her  face.  Can't  you  see 
it,  Dorabyn  ?  Are  we  dreaming  ?  Are  we 
in  a  world  of  shadows  ?  She  must  have  been 
some  close  relation.' 

These  were  incoherent  words.  He  stopped 
and  replaced  the  photograph  in  Dorabyn's 
hands.  'Is  it  possible?'  he  murmured. 
'  Does  it  still  escape  you  ?  Cannot  you  see 
the  resemblance  ?'     And  he  turned  away  his 
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face.  For  the  person  resembled  was  nothing 
less  than  Lady  Osterley's  husband,  the  man 
who  had  brought  about  all  their  misery. 

The  man's  wife  laid  the  picture,  face  down- 
ward, on  the  table.  '  I  see  the  likeness,'  she 
said  in  a  hard  voice. 

Cicely  looked  from  one  to  the  other  : 
Gilbert  stood  with  guilty,  hanging  head,  and 
face  averted.  Lady  Osterley  sat  with  con- 
tracted brow,  and  eyes  in  which  nothing 
could  be  discerned  but  wrath  implacable. 
Then  Cicely's  eyes  grew  large  and  full  of 
light  and  gazed  afar  off. 

'  Oh  !'  she  cried,  returning,  '  you  must  not : 
you  must  not.  My  mother  says  that  you  must 
not.  "  Forgive — forgive — forgive — now,  if 
ever."  ' 

'  Child  !'  said  her  new  friend,  '  what  do  you 
mean  ?     Your  mother  ?     Where  is  she  ?' 

'  She  is  dead.  But  I  can  go  to  her  when 
1  please.  She  says,  "  Forgive — forgive — 
forgive."  ' 
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'  You  don't  understand,  Dorabyn/  said 
Gilbert.  '  The  House  is  a  House  of 
spiritual  connections  and  strange  experi- 
ences. When  Cicely  tells  you  what  her 
mother  says,  you  may  understand  that  her 
mother  does  say  so.' 

'  I  understand  nothing,  Gilbert — neither 
you,  nor  this  child  —  nothing,  except  the 
likeness — and  that  I  know  now  whose  the 
portrait  is.' 

•  Who  is  it  ?' 

'Cicely's  mother  was  that  man's  sister.' 

Lady  Osterley  turned  to  Cicely.  '  Your 
mother,  my  dear.  I  met  her  once  only,  many 
years  ago,  when  I  was  a  child.  I  knew — 
other  members  of  her  family  more  intimately, 
when  I  grew  up.  Your  mother  was  the  eldest 
of  her  family.      It  is  strange!     It  is  strange !' 

'  Oh  !  You  knew  my  mother.  Then  listen 
when  she  says,  "  Forgive,  forgive."  ' 

Lady  Osterley  drew  her  closer,  and  kissed 
her    on    the    forehead.       '  Child !'    she    said, 
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'  may  you  never  learn  how  hard  it  is  to  for- 
give !  There  are  some  things  which — pray, 
my  dear,  that  you  may  never  encounter  such 
thino-s.      Let  me  lool<:  at  one  or  two  of  her 

o 

letters.     Let  me  only  look  at  their  signature.' 

Cicely  gave  her  the  bundle  of  letters  tied 
up  with  ribbon.  Lady  Osterley  turned  to  the 
end  of  the  first  letter  and  read  the  signature, 
which  she  showed  to  Gilbert. 

'  Is  it  not  most  strange?'  she  asked. 

'It  is  more  strange  than  you  think.  If 
you  knew  all '  but  he  stopped. 

'  Cicely ' — Lady  Osterley  took  her  hands 
and  held  them  closely — '  you  are  the  daughter 
of  Alice  Osterley,  the  sister  of  my  husband. 
He  was  six  years  her  junior.' 

'  Is  my  name  Osterley,  too  ?' 

*  No — no.  Oh  !  I  remember  now.  She 
married  a  man  named  Raymond  Moulton  : 
I  have  heard  of  it  since,  from  her  sister. 
He  was  a  man  with  strange  opinions — 
poetical   and   visionary.      But   he    made   her 
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believe  whatever  he  believed.  Indeed,  I 
think  she  was  ready  to  believe  everything 
that  was  saintly.  They  were  married,  and 
he  gave  away  all  his  money  and  took  his 
wife  to  America,  and  to  this  day  no  one 
knows  what  became  of  them.  They  came 
here,  then.  Strange,  Cicely,  that  I  should 
come  across  her  daughter  here  !  There  was 
a  preacher  or  minister  of  some  kind  who 
went  away  with  them  :  he  had  been  a 
Baptist,  I  believe ;  or  a  Bible  Christian  ;  or 
something  humble  :  but  he  preferred  to  create 
a  little  revelation  for  himself  I  have  heard 
them  talk  about  him,  as  well.  They  said  he 
was  a  man  of  no  education,  but  with  gifts  and 
graces  :  he  had  eloquence  :  he  could  move 
people  ;  and  he  had  a  most  splendid  voice. 
Oh  !  it  is  all  so  wonderful !  And  you  are  her 
daughter — Alice's  daughter — my  husband's 
niece !' 

'  He    has    the    splendid    voice    still,'    said 
Gilbert.      '  But — if  you  only  knew  all !' 
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'  My  dear,'  Lady  Osterley  went  on,  *  your 
mother,  whom  you  so  much  resemble,  was 
the  most  saintly  woman  in  the  whole  wide 
world.  She  was  a  miracle  of  holiness  and 
sweetness.  She  lived  far  above  everybody 
else.  In  the  Catholic  Church  they  would 
have  canonized  her.  She  had  the  most 
exquisite  dreams  and  visions  :  she  put  them 
into  poetry  :  she  put  them  into  pictures  :  she 
sang  them  and  she  painted  them.  It  is  so 
strange — oh  !  so  strange — that  I  should  have 
come  here  to  meet  her  daughter  !'  She  kept 
on  repeating  the  words  :  '  The  strangeness 
of  it!' 

'Yes,'  said  Gilbert  again;  'and  far,  far 
stranger  than  you  know.' 

She  paid  no  heed  to  these  words,  though 
they,  too,  were  a  repetition. 

'  You  are  my  niece,  child  :  my  boy's  first 
cousin.  You  must  love  me  and  your  cousin, 
too.'  She  kissed  the  girl  again,  but  with  a 
little    shudder,   because    the    shadow    of   her 
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husband  stood  between  them.  'It  is  so 
strange  !'  she  repeated  ;  '  so  very  strange  and 
wonderful !  Yes — you  have  your  mother's 
face — that  sweet  and  serious  face.  My 
husband  had  the  features — but  there  were 
reasons — yes,  good  reasons — why  he  could 
not  have  that  face.' 

'  This  precious  desk  !'  said  Gilbert.  '  How 
lucky  that  we  brought  it  along !  Cicely 
Moulton — Moulton — Miss  Moulton — do  you 
like  your  new  name  just  to  wear  for  a  litde 
interval  i*' 

'  I  like  to  think  that  I  have  a  friend  who 
knew  my  mother,'  Cicely  replied.  '  What 
does  it  matter  about  a  name  ?' 

'  Oh !  I  wish  I  had  known  all  this  before,' 
said  Gilbert;  'and  the  likeness  is  so  wonderful! 
I  ought  to  have  guessed  it.  Yet — likeness  in 
unlikeness.' 

'  Only  the  lines  of  the  face  are  like  his, 
Gilbert.      Let  us  abide  by  the  unlikeness.' 

'Yes — yet — if  you  onl\-  knew.      However 
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— you  are  Lady  Osterley's  niece,  Cicely — 
only  you  must  call  her  Dorabyn,  because 
that  is  her  name.  And  her  boy  is  your 
cousin — and  we  will  take  you  to  England 
and  find  you  plenty  of  cousins  in  addition — 
some  of  them  most  eligible  cousins.' 

'  You  must  not  wait  for  me  if  you  are  going 
in  search  of  cousins,  Cicely,  because  I  shall 
not  return  to  England  for  a  long  time.' 

'  My  dear  Dorabyn  '  —  what  did  Gilbert 
mean  ?  And  why  did  he  look  so  strangely 
serious  ?  '  To-day  is  Thursday.  On  Sunday 
— next  Sunday — we  shall  leave  this  town  and 
go  to  New  York.  On  Monday  or  Tuesday  we 
shall  leave  New  York  by  the  first  steamer 
that  sails.  And  a  week  later,  Dorabyn,  or 
eight  days  at  the  most,  you  shall  be  in  your 
own  country  house,  or  in  your  own  town 
house — which  you  choose.' 

'  You  are  for  the  moment  deranged  by  your 
new  happiness,  my  dear  Gilbert.  What  does 
this  mean  ?' 
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'  I  have,  I  assure  you,  this  information  on 

the  very  best  possible  authority.     Cicely,  in 

fact,  gave  it  to  me — by  order  of  her  mother.' 

He  spoke  quite  gravely  and  seriously. 

'  I    do    not    pretend    to    understand    you, 

Gilbert.' 

'  I  do  not  pretend  to  understand  myself; 
all  I  know  is  that  Cicely,  child  of  your  sister- 
in-law,  is  here,  unknown  to  you  or  anyone 
else  :  that  I  have  been  brought  here :  that 
you  have  been  brought  here  :  that  you  have 
been  able  to  discover  this  dear  girl's  parent- 
age :  and  that — there  are  other  things.' 

'  Yes,  I  can  see  that  there  are  other  things. 
Well — I  can  wait.  Come  now,  we  must  go 
to  dinner.  Mr.  Annandale  will  be  waiting 
for  us.' 

She  was  wrong.  Mr.  Annandale  was  not 
waiting  for  them.  He  was  not  there  at  all. 
They  dined  without  him,  a  silent  party, 
pleased  to  be  silent.  After  dinner  they  sat 
on  the  balcony  which  overlooked  the  street. 
VOL.  III.  34 


50  THE  CITY  OF  REFUGE 

It  was  the  first  time  that  Cicely  had  seen 
a  street.  It  was  a  hot,  still  night  and  the 
street  was  crowded  with  people  strolling  up 
and  down.  The  city  of  Aldermanbury  con- 
tains eighty  thousand  people,  of  whom  fifteen 
thousand  are  working  girls.  Obviously,  there- 
fore, the  majority  of  the  passengers  were 
working  girls  taking  the  air  after  work  : 
they  walked  arm  in  arm,  two  or  three 
abreast :  they  chattered  gaily  :  they  looked 
happy.  The  young  man  was  conspicuous 
by  his  absence.  Where  is  the  young  man 
of  Aldermanbury  ?  He  is  away.  He  is  out 
West.  The  girls  do  the  work  that  he  should 
have  done.  Therefore  they  get  no  love,  and 
have  neither  husband  nor  children.  Whereby 
the  good  old  American  stock  is  dying  out, 
and  there  are  grave  doubts  whether  the 
great  Cosmopolitan  Blend — of  German,  Irish, 
Scandinavian,  Italian,  Russian,  Polish,  French 
blood — will  possess  virtues  of  its  own  suf- 
ficient to  compensate  for  its  loss. 
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*  How  they  talk  !'  said  Cicely,  excited  and 
interested.  '  How  they  laugh  !  Oh  !  how 
pretty  it  is !     Are  they  all  wicked,  Gilbert  ?' 

'  All  alike.  Cicely  ;  desperately  wicked. 
They  like  pretty  things  to  put  on  —  you 
understand  that  wickedness,  don't  you  ? 
And  they  like  to  talk  about  anything — you 
understand  that  temptation,  too  —  and  they 
would  all  of  them — or  nearly  all — like  some- 
one to  love  them — you  understand  that  form 
of  wickedness,  don't  you  ?' 

'  You  mean  that  they  are  not  wicked  at  all, 
Gilbert.' 

'  Not  a  bit  more  than  the  people  you  have 
left  behind.    Rules  cannot  make  people  better.' 

Cicely  was  silent,  still  gazing  at  the  crowd 
below. 

*  They  are  all  alone  in  space,'  she  murmured. 
'  The  Master  said  so.  All  these  people  are 
alone,  and  they  are  all  going  up  or  down.' 

'  They  are  not  quite  alone.  They  are  hand 
in  hand.     They  go  up  or  down  together.     You 
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must  not  think  so  much  of  the  going  up  or 
down,  dear  Cicely.  You  are  in  the  world 
which  has  many  interests  of  the  day  ;  so 
many  that  very  few  of  us  ever  ask  whether 
we  are  going  up  or  down.' 

'  But  we  must.  The  Master  says  that 
there  is  nothing  else.' 

*  Since  he  has  cut  you  off  from  everything, 
he  is  right,  I  suppose.  Certainly  at  the  House 
it  was  much  more  wholesome  for  you  to 
consider  yourself  than  the  people  round  you.' 

'Tell  me,  Cicely,'  said  Lady  Osterley, 
*  something  more  about  your  parents.  Your 
mother  died  and  you  never  saw  her  ?' 

'  Oh,  yes  !   I  see  her  every  day.' 

'  You  think  you  do — yes — you  think  about 
her.' 

'  My  father  talked  about  her  every  day  : 
he  kept  the  place  where  she  is  buried  covered 
with  flowers  :  the  place  is  in  the  coppice  at 
the  end  of  the  lawn  :  between  a  lime  tree 
and  a  maple.     You  know  it,  Gilbert  ?' 
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'Yes,  Cicely,  I  know  it  well' 

'  Brother  Charles — who  is  a  bad  man — sits 
every  afternoon  on  the  bench  there.  Even 
the  flowers  droop  when  he  sits  there.  But 
only  her  dust  lies  there.  She  herself  is  in  a 
better  world,  and  my  father  with  her.  They 
were  never  parted.  Every  day  he  went  away 
to  talk  with  her :  every  day  she  called  him. 
Now  they  are  both  together,  they  do  not 
forget  me.     Every  day  they  call  me.' 

*  Dear  child,  I  understand  nothing.' 

For  her  face  was  full  of  light,  as  of  one 
who  looks  upon  a  distant  splendour.  Lady 
Osterley  looked  and  wondered,  and  shivered. 

'  I  will  tell  her — I  will  ask  her  to  make  you 
understand.  Something  is  to  be  done  ;  and 
it  is  all  in  her  hands  :  I  know  it  is.  Hush! 
she  calls  me !'  Cicely  sprang  to  her  feet  and 
listened.  '  Hush  !  she  calls  me  !  I  must  be 
alone  with  her.'  She  walked  out  of  the 
room,  and  shut  her  own  door. 

'  What   does    she    mean,    Gilbert }'    asked 


54  THE  CITY  OF  REFUGE 

Lady  Osterley.  '  What  does  it  all  mean  ? 
What  do  you  mean  by  what  you  kept  saying 
about  things  being  stranger  still  ?' 

*  My  dear  Dorabyn,  I  am  not  mad.  I  am 
quite  certain  that  my  dear  Cicely  is  not  mad. 
But  I  do  know  that  she  has  trances  :  in  her 
trances  she  thinks  that  she  is  in  communi- 
cation with  her  mother.  The  Master — the 
Leader  in  the  Community  of  Cranks,  the 
Crankiest  of  all — has  similar  illusions,  if  they 
are  illusions ;  Cicely's  father  had  the  same 
illusions.  Cicely  brings  me  messages  which 
she  cannot  understand ;  but  I  can.  Laugh 
at  me,  if  you  please.  But,  Dorabyn,  I 
cannot  choose  but  believe.' 

*  You,  Gilbert,  to  believe  in  trances  and 
spiritualism  ?' 

'  This  is  not  stupid  spiritualism.  There  are 
no  pretences  here.  It  is  very  certain  to  me 
that  this  girl  communicates  with  her  dead 
mother.  Sometimes  she  remembers  what 
her  mother  tells  her — that  is  when  the  words 
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concern  herself:  sometimes  she  forgets  when 
she  has  uttered  them.  That  is  when  the 
words  are  a  message.  I  have  received 
several  messages  from  her  mother  in  this 
way.' 

'  You,    Gilbert  ?      You  .-*      Messages    from 
Alice  ?' 

'  As  you  say  :  from  Alice.  From  that  lofty 
and  saintly  soul  who  was  allowed  to  remain 
on  earth  no  longer  than  to  give  birth  to 
Cicely.  Then  she  went  away.  But  still — 
Dorabyn,  listen  very  seriously.  It  is  Alice 
who  is  guiding  things.  She  brought  me  here. 
She  brought  you  here.  She  made  me  bring 
Cicely  here.  And,  believe  me,  there  are 
other  things,  greater  things  still,  which  she 
will  accomplish  for  her  daughter— and  her 
sister-in-law.' 

The  time  had  been  when  words  such  as 
these  from  Gilbert  would  have  been  a 
mockery,  or  a  parody.  In  fact,  they  would 
have  been  impossible.    Lady  Osterley  listened 
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with  wonder  and  with  that  mixture  of  eager- 
ness and  doubt  which  falls  upon  one  when  the 
veil  seems  lifted  if  only  a  little. 

*  Come,  Dorabyn,'  Gilbert  went  on  ;  *  Cicely 
has  gone  into  her  own  room  in  order  to  fall 
into  trance.  If  you  are  curious,  you  can  go 
and  look — you  need  not  be  afraid.  Nothing 
could  wake  her,  if  it  be  as  I  think.' 

Dorabyn  opened  the  door.  She  came  back 
in  a  moment,  terrified. 

'Gilbert!  Come.  It  is  dreadful.  She 
is  lying  on  the  couch  rigid,  in  a  kind  of 
catalepsy.' 

Gilbert  followed  her.  They  stood  over 
the  unconscious  girl. 

*  Do  not  be  afraid,'  he  said.  *  She  will 
return  presently.  Is  she  not  beautiful, 
Dorabyn  ?' 

'  She  is  very  beautiful.  Her  beauty  is 
ethereal,  like  her  mother's.' 

*  Dorabyn,  you  remember  those  days  when 
you  used  to  write  me  long  letters  ?     Well, 
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out  of  those  letters  there  grew  up  in  my 
mind  an  ideal  woman.  Not  you,  but  like 
you.  We  could  never  have  loved  in  that 
way.  But  she  was  like  you — as  noble — 
as ' 

'Noble,  Gilbert?  And  I  married  —  for 
ambition,  because  I  would  be  the  wife  of  a 
great  statesman — that  man  !' 

'  As  good  and  as  generous  and  as  sweet, 
Dorabyn.     And  the  ideal  woman — is  Cicely.' 

He  stooped  and  kissed  her  cold,  white 
forehead  ;  and  his  voice  dropped,  and  his 
eyes  grew  humid. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

HUSBAND     AND     WIFE. 

The  English  traveller,  Mr.  Annandale,  was 
one  of  that  large  class  of  moderns  who 
spend  a  great  part  of  their  lives  in  travelling. 
They  do  not  make  voyages  to  Spitzbergen, 
nor  do  they  explore  Patagonia  ;  nor  are  they 
found  on  the  steppes  of  Siberia.  Their 
travels  are  never  beyond  the  modern  hotel 
with  its  little  comforts  ;  they  cease  to  journey 
where  claret  and  champagne  cease  to  be 
accessible  :  they  look  about  for  each  other 
wherever  they  go.  And  they  always  find 
each  other.  Their  knowledge  of  the  world 
is  limited  to  Clubland,   which,  although  it  is 
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universal,  is  limited  as  to  population.  '  I  never 
go  anywhere,'  said  Mr.  Annandale,  '  without 
meeting  someone  I  know.'  The  unexpected 
meeting  and  the  unexpected  greeting  made 
up  for  this  traveller  the  whole  joy  of  strange 
lands. 

It  was  a  most  amazing  circumstance,  had 
they  reflected  upon  it,  that  Mr.  Annandale 
did  not  appear  at  dinner.  Never  before  had 
he  been  known  to  break  such  an  engagement. 
What  had  happened  ?  But  there  were  other 
things  to  engage  their  attention  and  his 
defection  passed  almost  unnoticed. 

In  the  morning  he  appeared  at  breakfast. 
He  looked  embarrassed,  a  thing  quite  unusual 
in  this  man  of  the  world.  But  there  are 
things  which  may  surprise  even  the  most 
experienced  man  of  the  world. 

*  Why  did  you  not  dine  with  me  yesterday  ?' 
Lady  Osterley  asked. 

'  I  was — I  was  out  on  a  drive  and — in  fact 
—  I  was  unable  to  get  back  in  time.      I  am 
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really  very  sorry.      I  can  only  hope  that  you 
did  not  wait.' 

*  Not  long.  But  let  me  introduce  you  to 
my  niece,  Miss  Cicely  Moulton.  She  is  a 
niece  of  romance,  only  just  discovered :  a 
long  lost  niece  :  in  fact,  I  think  you  may  have 
known  her  mother,  Mr.  Annandale.  She 
was  my  husband's  sister,  Alice,  who  married 
a  man  named  Moulton.' 

*  Your  husband's  sister,  Alice,  who  married 
Raymond  Moulton  ?     Really  ?' 

'  Alice  died  in  a  House  or  Monastery  near 
here.'  Mr.  Annandale  started.  '  Cicely  has 
been  all  her  life  a  resident  of  the  place — 
what  is  the  matter,  Mr.  Annandale  ?'  For 
the  veteran  who  ought  to  have  been  equal  to 
any  kind  of  unexpectedness  looked  bewildered 
to  an  extent  incapable  of  concealment. 

'  Nothing — only — in  a  House  or  Monastery 
near  here  ?  Is  it  a  certain  place  called  the 
House  of  Meditation  ?' 

*  That,  I  believe,  is  its  name.  Cicely  only 
left  it  yesterday.' 
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'  Only  left  it  yesterday  ?'  he  repeated. 
'  Only  yesterday  ?  Why — I  was  over  there 
yesterday.  Then,  of  course,  she  knows — she 
knows  all  the  people  there ' 

'  Oh  yes,'  said  Cicely.  '  I  know  all  the 
Brothers  and  Sisters.' 

'  All  .'*'  Mr.  Annandale's  face  expressed 
more  bewilderment. 

'The  House,'  Lady  Osterley  went  on,  '  is, 
I  understand,  an  embodiment  of  Raymond 
Moulton's  dreams  —  equality,  brotherhood, 
work,  and  meditation.  He  died  there  some 
years  after  his  wife.  Gilbert  found  Cicely 
there,  an  orphan.' 

'  Oh  !'  he  repeated  stupidly.  '  Gilbert 
found  her  there !  Oh  !  Gilbert  found  her 
there !' 

'  Yes,  and  brought  her  to  me.  She  will 
not  go  back  again,  I  believe.' 

'  No,'  said  Gilbert,  '  she  will  not  go  back.' 

'  I  understand.  Quite  so.  Gilbert  goes 
back  though,  I  suppose  ?' 
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'  I  think  not.' 

'  Then  how  ? — I  mean,  why?'  And  here 
he  stopped,  and  said  nothing  more. 

Breakfast  over,  Gilbert  and  Cicely  rose. 

'  Stay  a  moment.  Lady  Osterley,'  said  Mr. 
Annandale.      '  I  have  something  to  tell  you.' 

'  I  perceive,  in  fact,  my  friend,  that  you 
have  something  on  your  mind.' 

'  It  is  this.'  He  dropped  his  voice  mysteri- 
ously, because  there  were  other  people  in 
the  room.  '  Yesterday  afternoon  I  drove 
over  to  see  this  House  or  Community,  or 
whatever  you  call  it.  I  was  curious  to  see 
what  kind  of  place  that  was  whose  attractions 
were  strong  enough  to  convert  Gilbert  into  a 
Brother  and  a  costermonger.  Of  course,  I 
supposed  there  was  a  woman.  So  there 
was.     And  yet '     He  stopped  abruptly. 

'  Yes  ?  I  was  thinking  of  going  over  there 
myself.      Did  you  find  the  place  interesting  .'*' 

He  looked  at  her  in  obvious  expectancy. 
He  observed  no  signs  of  any  interest  out  of 
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the  ordinary  in  this  communication  of  his. 
He  cleared  his  throat,  and  proceeded  to 
reveal  all  he  had  to  tell. 

'And  there,  Lady  Osterley — I  think  I 
ought  to  tell  you — in  fact,  I  must  tell  you — I 
had  no  suspicion  or  thought  of  the  thing,  I 
assure  you — God  forbid  that  I  should  go 
about  prying — but  there — quite  accidentally, 
I  say — I  discovered  your  great  secret.' 

'  My  great  secret,  Mr.  Annandale  i^' 

Why,  thought  the  man,  should  she  go  on 
to  pretend  surprise  ? 

'  Your  secret.  I  discovered  the  one 
cardinal  fact  which  explains  all.' 

'  Mr.  Annandale,  will  you  please  explain 
your  explanation  ?' 

'  I  will,  if  you  wish  it.  I  thought  you 
would  rather ' 

'  Still,  if  you  will,  kindly.  We  cannot  be 
too  explicit  when  we  come  to  discovering 
secrets.' 

'  Well,  of  course  you  must  be  well  aware 
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of  the  way  in  which  people  talk  about  your 
silence  and  your  husband's  whereabouts. 
He  must  be  alive,  they  say,  because  no 
announcement  of  his  death  has  ever  been 
made.  Where  is  he,  then  ?  Where  is  Lady 
Osterley  ?  She  is  reported  as  having  been 
seen  here  and  there.  Why  does  she  write  to 
no  one  ?  Why  is  it  that  even  her  husband's 
friends  cannot  hear  of  his  place  of  residence  ? 
That  is  what  they  say.' 

'  It  is.  I  know  all  that  perfectly  well.' 
*  I  can  go  home,  if  you  permit  me,  with  a 
complete  answer  to  all  these  questions.  I 
can  say  ' — Lady  Osterley  took  up  her  fan — 
*  I  can  say — if  you  authorize  me — that  I  have 
seen  him.  He  lives  in  a  Community.  He 
is  a  crank,  like  his  sister  and  his  brother-in- 
law.  He  has  gone  to  the  Community  which 
they  founded.  He  has  been  converted  to 
their  crankiness.  He  is  quite  mad  —  and 
there  he  lives.' 

Lady  Osterley  made  no  reply.     She  held 
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the  fan  before  her  face  to  hide  the  change  of 
colour  and  her  startled  look.  Of  all  things 
in  the  world  she  least  expected  this.  That 
her  husband  should  become  a  gambler  by  pro- 
fession :  that  he  should  go  down  in  the  world  : 
this  would  not  surprise  her  :  that  he  should 
become  capable  of  any  depths  would  not  sur- 
prise her.  But  that  he  should  have  become 
a  religious  crank — what  could  it  mean  ? 

Mr.  Annandale  went  on  :  '  And  now,  of 
course,  I  understand  why  Gilbert  is  there, 
too.' 

Lady  Osterley  shivered  :  for  she  under- 
stood, too,  why  Gilbert  was  there.  '  I  will 
set  you  free  ' — she  remembered  the  words. 
How  was  she  to  be  set  free  ?  She  under- 
stood, too,  what  those  words  meant.  There 
was  but  one  way  of  freedom  for  her. 

'  Gilbert,'  this  intelligent  person  continued, 
'  is  one  of  your  oldest  friends  :  you  have  sent 
him  to  look  after  your  husband.  He  belongs 
to  the  Community  in  order  to  be  with  him 
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and  to  watch  over  him.  I  declare,  Lady 
Osterley,  that  I  have  never  known  a  case  of 
truer  friendship  than  this  of  Gilbert's.  When 
I  understood  what  it  meant,  and  thought  of 
him  selling  strawberries  in  the  street — out  of 
a  basket,  mind  you — I  thought  I  was  going 
to  cry.  I  did,  indeed.  Gilbert,  you  know  ! 
I  was  never  so  amazed  in  all  my  life,'  Mr. 
Annandale  went  on.  '  I  saw  your  husband 
sitting  in  the  shade  under  some  trees.  I 
was  so  astonished  that  I  did  not  believe  my 
own  senses.  I  asked  one  of  the  people  who 
the  man  was.  He  told  me  it  was  Brother 
Charles — Brother  Charles — Brother  Charles 
— Brother!  Think  of  Sir  Charles  Osterley 
being  a  Brother  !  Sir  Charles  Osterley — the 
proudest  man  in  the  whole  world  !' 

Lady  Osterley  put  down  her  fan  and 
drank  a  little  iced  water. 

*  You  say  that  you  saw — with  your  own 
eyes  —  my  husband  —  Sir  Charles  —  my 
husband — in  the  House  ?' 
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'  I  did.  And  then,  I  say,  I  understood 
all.  I  called  out  to  him.  '*  You  here,  Sir 
Charles  .'*"  I  cried.  He  wouldn't  answer. 
Oh  !  he  is  stark,  staring  mad !  He  lifted  his 
head  and  recognised  me.  I  saw  that  he 
recognised  me.  But  he  wouldn't  speak  to 
me.  He  got  up  and  walked  away.  I  sup- 
pose he  does  not  wish  to  see  any  of  his  old 
friends.  He  looks  just  the  same  —  tall, 
austere,  a  devil  of  a  fellow  with  his  religious 
exercises,  I  should  say — looks  as  if  he  wore 
a  hair-shirt  :  the  same  old  poker  down  his 
back — I  beg  your  pardon,  Lady  Osterley. 
His  face  is  changed,  though.  I  thought  he 
looked  savage — perhaps  because  I  disturbed 
him.  I  wonder  what  made  him  take  up  this 
particular  craze  ?  Why  did  he  go  into  the 
House  of  Meditation  }  I  suppose  because 
his  sister  was  there  before  him.' 

'  Indeed,  Mr.  Annandale,  there  are  so 
many  strange  things  happening ' 

'  And    you    may    understand    my    surprise 
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this  morning  when  you  told  me  that  this  girl 
was  his  own  niece — as  like  him  as  a  girl 
can  be  to  a  man!  And  you  say  they  were 
together  in  this  House.  Good  Heavens! 
Fancy  your  finding  your  niece  in  the  same 
House  as  your  husband  !' 

'  But  they  did  not  know  the  relationship. 
Cicely  did  not  even  know  her  own  name.' 

'  And  Gilbert  came  to  look  after  him. 
Went  so  far  as  to  sell  strawberries  along  the 
street  in  a  basket — carried  a  basket !  Did  it 
very  well,  too.' 

'  Mr.  Annandale.'  She  had  now  entirely 
recovered  her  self-possession,  and  she  went 
on  acting  her  part.  She  sat  up,  laid  aside 
the  fan,  and  placed  her  hand  upon  his. 
'  Since  you  know  so  much,  my  friend,  learn 
a  little  more.  Gilbert  has  been  in  search  of 
my  husband  for  two  years.  The  reason  of 
my  long  silence  was  that  I  really  did  not 
know  where  he  was.  As  for  the  reasons 
that  brought  him  to  the  House  of  Medita- 
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tion,  I  confess  that  I  do  not  know  them.  Per- 
haps, as  you  suppose,  he  was  influenced  by 
his  sister's  example.  Nor  can  I  even  guess 
what  he  hopes  to  find  in  the  place,  or  how 
long  he  will  stay  there.' 

'  Is  he,  then,  so  hopelessly  mad  ?' 

'  Hopelessly,  I  fear.  There  seems  no 
hope  at  all  for  his  kind  of  madness.  And 
now,  Mr.  Annandale,  for  the  next  thing, 
please,  for  the  moment,  keep  my  secret  to 
yourself.  I  do  not  wish  his  people,  if  I  can 
help  it,  to  learn  anything  about  his  mental 
condition.  If  it  should  happen  that  he  is 
really  settled  down  into  a  harmless  visionary 
condition,  I  will  tell  them.  Meanwhile,  do 
not  speak  to  anyone  of  what  you  have  seen.' 

'  You  have  come  here,  of  course,  in  order 
to  see  him  ?' 

She  answered  this  very  direct  question 
evasively. 

'  I  am  going  over  this  morning — imme- 
diately.      Thank   you    for   telling   me — what 
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you  discovered — Mr.  Annandale,  and — if  you 
please,  do  not  again  attempt  to  speak  to 
him.     You  might  waken  old  memories.' 

'  Poor  Charles  !  What  a  change !  What 
a  break  up  !     And  when  one  thinks ' 

Lady  Osterley  left  him  thinking.  She 
had  plenty  to  think  about  by  herself.  Her 
husband  in  this  very  place !  And  Gilbert 
with  him  !  What  was  Gilbert  doing  ? 
Lookinof  after  a  madman  ?  Had  her 
husband  really  become  an  Enthusiast  ?  Was 
he  mad  ?  Why  was  Gilbert  here  ?  Then, 
once  more,  the  words  of  Gilbert  echoed  in 
her  brain.  She  remembered  them.  '  I  will 
set  you  free.'  He  was  there  in  order  to  set 
her  free.  How  ?  She  trembled.  The  only 
way  of  freedom  was,  for  one  or  the  other, 
for  the  broken  gamester,  or  for  herself,  to 
pass  through  the  Gate  of  Death.  One  of 
the  two  must  die  for  the  freedom  of  the 
other.  One  must  die.  Gilbert  would  set 
her  free.      How?     A   mist   rose    before    her 
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eyes  :  a  horrible  deadly  sickness  seized  her. 
Alone  in  her  bedroom  she  sank  into  a  chair 
and  lost  consciousness. 

She  came  to  herself  after  a  little.  Then — 
it  was  wonderful  how,  one  after  the  other, 
the  feeling  of  guidance  by  the  dead  hand 
seized  and  held  each  of  them  in  turn — she 
looked  up,  and  she  whispered,  '  Alice !  Alice  ! 
If  you  can  hear  me,  listen.  If  you  can  help 
us  in  this  fearful  trouble,  help  us  now.  It  is 
your  own  daughter  you  must  help  :  it  is 
your  own  brother :  it  is  your  brother's  wife  : 
it  is  your  brother's  son  :  it  is  your  daughter's 
lover.  Alice,  if  you  can  hear  me,  as  your 
daughter  believes,  tell  me  what  to  do.' 

A  man  of  science  once  developed  a  theory 
that  prayer  is  often  a  great  help  to  the  man 
who  prays,  because  it  leads  him,  in  some 
quite  scientific  way,  to  a  clearer  under- 
standing of  the  situation,  and  of  the  right 
proportion  of  the  events  which  lead  up  to  it 
and  affect  its  composition.      This,  he  main- 
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tained,  was  the  true  function  of  prayer,  and 
the  only  answer  that  ever  comes  to  it.  I 
give  his  opinion  for  what  it  is  worth,  and  to 
enable  those  who  agree  with  him  to  explain 
all  that  has  oone  before  and  all  that  follows. 
No  answer  came  in  words  to  the  prayer : 
but  Lady  Osterley  rose  from  her  chair  with 
decision  in  her  mind.  She  felt  no  longer 
any  hesitation  nor  any  doubt. 

She  opened  the  door  of  her  room.  In  one 
of  the  two  sitting-rooms  Gilbert  and  Cicely 
sat  laughing-  and  love-making,  as  happy  as 
two  young  lovers  can  hope  to  be.  How 
could  Gilbert  laugh  and  talk  so  light  of  heart 
if  his  purpose  was — that  way  ? 

In  the  other  room,  all  the  doors  were  wide 
open  ;  her  boy  was  careering  about  the  room, 
shouting  and  laughing.  He  should  never 
know  :  he  must  never  know. 

She  shut  her  door  again  :  they  should 
not  be  disturbed.  She  rang  the  bell,  told 
her  maid  that  she  was  going-  for  a  drive  for 
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an  hour  or  two,  put  on  her  hat  and  went 
downstairs. 

She  understood  now  what  Gilbert  meant 
by  hinting  at  other  things.  If  it  was  strange 
that  Gilbert  and  she  herself,  and  Cicely,  her 
niece,  should  all  be  brought  together  in  the 
place  where  Alice  died,  it  was  still  more 
strange  that  her  husband,  too,  should  be 
brought  here.  By  this  time  she  began  to 
believe,  as  Gilbert  himself  believed,  that  they 
were  brought  here  by  one  hand  and  for  one 
purpose  :  it  was  the  dead  hand  of  Alice  that 
brought  them  here,  and  the  dead  hand  was 
to  do  more  for  them.     What  more  ? 

It  was  about  eleven  in  the  forenoon  when 
the  carriage  drove  up  at  the  porch  and 
verandah  of  the  House.  Lady  Osterley  got 
down  and  told  the  driver  to  wait.  No  one 
was  in  the  verandah  :  she  looked  in  at  the 
open  door  and  saw  a  great,  bare,  ugly  room 
with  a  permanent  fragrance  of  fried  steak, 
mingled  with  that  of  pork  and  beans,  hanging 
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about  the  place.  At  the  head  of  the  central 
table  sat  an  old  man,  a  venerable  old  man. 
He  looked  like  one  who  was  already  dead  : 
his  hands  were  folded  :  his  head  was  leaning 
back  :  his  eyes  were  open.  He,  like  Cicely, 
the  evening  before,  was  in  a  trance.  Dorabyn 
shuddered,  and  went  out  into  the  open  air. 

There  were  sounds  of  work  :  an  engine 
of  some  kind  was  throbbing  and  panting  not 
far  off :  there  was  the  thumping  and  beating, 
the  stumping  about,  the  murmur  and  hum- 
ming and  echoing  which  belong  to  work  of 
all  kinds  :  before  the  House,  and  on  either 
side  of  it,  were  gardens,  kitchen-gardens, 
market-gardens,  melon-patches,  tomato-fields, 
vineyards,  orchards  :  and  about  the  garden 
were  men  at  work,  very  leisurely  work  it 
seemed.  At  the  end  of  the  garden  was  a 
belt  of  wood. 

'  He  was  under  the  shade  of  the  trees,' 
said  Lady  Osterley.  She  walked  across  the 
lawn  and  reached  the  coppice. 
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Yes.  There,  alone  on  a  bench,  his  elbow 
on  the  arm  :  his  chin  in  his  hand  :  his  hat 
beside  him  :  sat  her  husband,  the  man  who 
had  done  all  the  mischief.  As  he  sat  there, 
in  deep  shade,  with  the  pallor  of  his  face,  and 
the  austerity  of  his  brow,  he  looked  like  an 
ideal  preacher  or  theologian  :  he  might  have 
sat  for  the  portrait  of  the  most  uncompro- 
mising Puritan  or  Calvinistic  Divider  of  the 
word  :  some  Hammer  of  Heresy.  Yet  there 
was  no  change  in  him.  Such  he  looked 
when  she  married  him  :  so  he  looked  in  the 
House :  thus  he  commanded  the  respect  of 
the  world,  but  never  its  affection. 

As  the  wife  gazed  upon  him,  she  remem- 
bered the  days,  not  so  long  past,  when  she 
awaited  his  coming,  the  visits  of  the  frigid 
lover,  with  a  kind  of  awe  :  when,  with  the 
same  pale  cheek  and  cold  eye,  he  seemed  to 
her  more  than  a  man  in  his  wisdom  and  his 
austerity  and  his  freedom  from  the  common 
weaknesses.     She  remembered  how  nothing 
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moved  him  :  not  injustice  and  wrong— they 
were  things  which  had  to  be  removed  out 
of  the  way  :  not  ambition  even — high  place — 
the  highest — was  the  certain  end  for  such  a 
man.  Not  any  kind  of  sport,  game,  recrea- 
tion :  not  desire  for  Hterary  fame  :  not  any 
endeavour  to  move  the  populace ;  if  plain, 
cold  reason  would  not  succeed,  rhetoric 
should  not.  She  saw  in  him  a  strong,  able, 
cold  man,  one  who  never  swerved  from  his 
high  purpose,  never  lost  his  temper,  and  was 
a  hero  even  to  his  valet.  That  time  returned 
to  her.  And  while  she  stood  and  looked 
upon  him,  she  remembered  the  awakening  : 
the  sacrifice  of  half  her  fortune  :  her  discovery 
of  the  truth  :  the  sudden,  tragic  end  of  that 
Act. 

No  change  ?  Yes.  Suddenly  some  thought 
crossed  his  mind.  His  face  lost  its  austerity  : 
it  clouded  over  :  the  pallor  remained,  but  it 
only  brightened  the  terrible  change  that  came 
upon  him  and  revealed  the  devil  within  him. 
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He  sat  up  :  he  looked  about  him  with  sudden 
surprise :  his  face  before  had  been  hidden 
with  a  mask.  Now,  it  was  full  of  evil 
thoughts  and  evil  memories  :  it  was  natural. 

'  He  has  gone  down — down — deeper  than 
I  thought,'  said  his  wife. 

She  stepped  forward.  He  knew  the  foot- 
step— turned  his  head  and  recognised  her. 
Then  he  rose  and  bowed  gravely,  as  if 
receiving  a  visitor,  with  the  same  calm  and 
indifference  with  which  he  had  treated 
Gilbert. 

'  Lady  Osterley  ?'  he  asked,  showing  in 
his  voice  no  sign  of  any  emotion  what- 
ever. 

'  I  heard  by  accident,  Sir  Charles,  that  you 
were  here.  Mr.  Annandale,  whom  you  may 
remember — formerly  an  acquaintance  of  yours 
— saw  you  here  and  told  me  of  your  presence 
here.  A  strange  place,  but  you  have  your 
reasons,  no  doubt.' 

'  Annandale  }     Why  not  say  at  once  that 
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it  was  Mr.  Gilbert  Maryon  who  brought  you 
here  ?' 

*  Gilbert  had  not  given  me  to  understand 
that  you  were  here.  He  does  not  know,  as 
yet,  that  I  have  heard  of  your  residence  here. 
It  is  entirely  by  accident  that  I  am  at  Alder- 
manbury.' 

'  Then  he  did  not  tell  you  why  I  am 
here  ?' 

*  Certainly  not.  I  have  come  partly  to 
ask  that  question,  if  you  choose  to  answer 
it.  This  is  a  very  strange  place  for  you  to 
select  as  a  home.  There  are  other  things  I 
want  to  ask  you — always  supposing  that  you 
will  answer  these  questions.' 

*  Will  you  sit  down  while  you  are  asking 
these  questions  ?  You  must  allow  me  to 
exercise  my  own  judgment  as  to  answering 
any  question.' 

'  Thank  you,  I  will  stand.  Answer  or  not. 
as  you  please.' 

'  Then  you  will  allow   me  ?     Thank   you. 
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The  mornino-  is  hot.  I  will  sit  down. 
Now,  Lady  Osterley,  if  you  please  we 
will  take  your  questions.'  Again,  as  with 
Gilbert,  the  reverse  of  the  true  situation  : 
the  appearance  of  the  Judge  examining  the 
accused. 

'  My  position  you  will  understand  —  to 
begin  with — when  I  tell  you  that  I  have 
resolved  on  enduring  banishment  for  life  or 
anything  else  provided  that  I  can  save  my 
son  from  the  knowledge  of  his  father's  life. 
I  have  come  abroad  so  that  I  may  not  be 
asked  questions  about  you.  I  shall  stay 
abroad  so  long  as  anybody  remains  who 
would  be  likely  to  inquire  after  you.  You 
have  been  recognised  here  by  an  old  ac- 
quaintance. I  do  not  suppose  that  he  will 
keep  the  secret,  although  I  have  asked  him 
to  do  so.  Such  things  as  these  get  about. 
It  will  become  known,  sooner  or  later,  that 
you  are  here.  Your  mother  and  sister,  if 
they   hear  of  your   place  of   residence,    will 
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certainly  come  out  to  see  you.  They  are 
continually  imploring  me  to  tell  them  where 
you  are  and  how  you  are.' 

'  Please  go  on.' 

'  Do  you  wish  them  to  see  you  ?' 

'  I  wish  nothing  ;  that  is,  I  suppose  that  I 
am  not  anxious  to  see  them.' 

'  Tell  me,  if  you  can,  why  you  are  here. 
I  cannot  believe  it  possible  that  you  should 
be  touched  with  the  spirit  of  this  Com- 
munity, which  is,  I  believe,  one  of  religious 
Visionaries.' 

*  There  is  no  reason  why  I  should  pretend 
— to  you.  Of  course  I  am  not  touched  by 
their  religious  nonsense.  I  came  here  because 
it  is  a  convenient  place  for  me.  I  have  no 
money,  to  begin  with.  In  this  place,  which 
is  detestable  in  other  respects,  one  wants  no 
money.  If  you  have  any  money  with  you, 
give  it  to  me.' 

*  Do  you  mean  to  stay  here  long  .'*' 
She  evaded  the  question  about  money. 
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'  They  are  going  to  turn  me  out.  I  leave 
the  place  to-morrow.' 

'  Where  are  you  going,  and  what  will  you 
do?' 

'  I  have  no  money.  Therefore,  of  course, 
I  do  not  know,  I  must  be  guided  by 
what  happens.  Nobody  knows  what  may 
happen.' 

She  drew  out  her  purse,  in  which  there 
was  a  roll  of  notes.  She  laid  the  roll  on  the 
bench  beside  him. 

'  There  is  some  money  to  go  on  with. 
Two  or  three  hundred  dollars.  Now,  what 
shall  you  do  ?' 

'  I  must  get  somewhere  —  out  of  this 
country — to  Canada,  I  suppose.  Perhaps 
it  will  be  safer  there.' 

'  Safer  ?' 

'  Yes.  Safer.  You  don't  know,  perhaps, 
what  that  means.  I  will  tell  you,  briefly. 
He  turned  round  on  the  seat  and  faced  her — 
with  the  face  of  an  evil  spirit.      '  I  will  tell 
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you.  It  means  that  when  a  man  is  left  with- 
out money  he  must  devise  some  way  of 
getting  money.  Do  you  see  ?  He  wants 
money  to  buy  food,  and  he  wants  money  to 
play  with.  How  can  a  man  play  if  he  has 
no  money  ?  Without  play  one  may  as  well 
be  dead.'  He  took  up  the  bundle  of  notes 
and  counted  them.  '  One  hundred — two 
hundred — three  hundred  and  fifty  dollars.  I 
dare  say   I   shall   play  a  little  with  some  of 

this Well,  Lady  Osterley,  this  necessity 

of  getting  money  is  one  that  has  probably 
never  struck  you.  To  get  money  means  to 
make  somebody  provide  the  money.  There 
are  many  ways  :  some  that  society  recognises 
— some  that  society  does  not.  They  all 
mean  robbing  your  neighbour.  I  have  been, 
like  everybody  else,  preying  on  my  neigh- 
bour :  eating  up  the  ignorant  and  deceiving 
the  credulous.  Now  you  begin  to  under- 
stand.' 

'  You  mean  that  you  are,  in  consequence, 
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living  in  concealment  ?  Be  good  enough  to 
spare  me  details.' 

'  Exactly.     The  Law  is  in  search  of  me.' 

'  On  a  charge  of  fraud,  I  suppose.  Oh, 
my  son  !   my  son  !  if  you  should  ever  know  !' 

'  There  is  something  said  about  a  com- 
mercial transaction  in  the  nature  of  a  con- 
spiracy. All  trade  is  fraud,  to  begin  with. 
That,  however,  is  not  all.' 

'  Not  all  ?  Can  there  be  anything  worse  ?' 
She  shuddered  ;  then  sat  down  on  the 
opposite  end  of  the  long  bench. 

'  Comparisons  are  deceitful  :  there  is  some- 
thing, however,  more  dangerous.  There  was 
a  gaming-house  some  time  ago — and  a  little 
trouble  arose,  and  some  kind  of  fight — such 
things  are  not  unusual — and  next  day  there 
was  a  dead  man  found  outside.' 

'  Oh  !'  Lady  Osterley  shivered  and  shook. 
'  You  are — charged — with  murder  ?' 

'  They  call  it  murder,  I  believe.  If  they 
take  me  they  will,  I    understand,  try  me  for 
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murder.  I  have  to  leave  this  place,  as  I 
told  you,  to-morrow.  If  they  should  arrest 
me  there  will  be  a  trial  and  possibly  a 
little  experiment  with  an  electric  apparatus 
after  it.' 

Lady  Osterley  buried  her  face  in  her 
hands.  The  thing  was  too  dreadful  for 
indignation  ;  it  was  too  horrible  for  anything 
except  blank  despair. 

'  Oh !'  she  cried,  springing  to  her  feet 
again.  '  How  can  you  live — you — with  what 
is  behind  you — and  what  is  before  you  ?  How 
can  you  live  ?  You  ought  to  have  killed 
yourself  long,  long  ago  !' 

'  There  is  a  Rule  in  this  House,'  he  replied, 
'  that  we  are  to  forget  the  Past.  It  is  a  Rule 
with  which  I  very  willingly  complied.  As 
for  what  is  before,  so  long  as  I  remain  here 
there  is  nothing  before.  Nothing.  The 
nothingness  is  intolerable.  I  have,  in  fact, 
sometimes  considered  whether  it  would  not 
be  better  to  face  any  dangers  rather  than  go 
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on  living  here  in  the  House  of  Nothingness. 
At  all  events  the  danger  will  now  have  to 
be  faced.     To-morrow  at  latest.' 

'  You  will  be  arrested,  if  you  are  caught  : 
you  will  be  tried  for  murder  :  you  will  be 
tried  for  fraud  if  you  are  acquitted  of  murder.' 

'  That  is  so.  Put  it  more  clearly.  Say 
that  my  description  is  in  the  hands  of  the 
police  of  every  town.  Escape  is  only  pos- 
sible by  keeping  to  the  country  roads  and 
by  travelling  at  night.  I  must  make  either 
for  Canada  or  for  the  West.  I  must  get  out 
of  the  country  somehow.' 

'  Oh  !  Will  there  never  be  any  end  of  all 
this  misery  and  shame  ?' 

'  So  far  as  I  can  tell.  Lady  Osterley,  no 
end  at  all  until  the  natural  end.  We  are 
not,  however,  a  long-lived  race,  we  who  live 
by  our  wits.  Sometimes  our  wits  fail  us  : 
those  who  drop  out  can  never  get  back 
again  :  sometimes  there  is  a  quarrel  and 
a    fight.     Still,    if    I    escape    this    danger,    I 
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may  go  on  a  great  many  years,  long  enough 
to  make  myself  known  some  day,  perhaps,  to 
my  son,  who  will  be  pleased,  no  doubt,  to 
acknowledge  his  father.' 

'  Charles !  At  first  I  felt  nothing  but 
anger  and  shame  Now,  it  is  too  late  for 
either.  Anger  will  not  help,  and  shame  I 
must  hide.  There  is  nothing  left  for  you 
but  pity — oh,  the  sorrow  of  it !  That  such 
a  man  as  you  were  once  could  by  any  temp- 
tation, or  any  madness,  be  brought  so  low ! 
Oh  !  the  Pity  and  the  Sorrow  and  the  Shame 
of  it !  You  !  you  !  with  your  genius — your 
learning — your  powers — your  career  stretch- 
ing out  clear  and  straight  before  you.  Oh  ! 
Merciful  God  ' — she  threw  up  her  arms — '  do 
something — something — to  make  this  man 
feel !' 

'  Heaven,'  he  said  coldly,  '  does  not  often, 
I  believe,  interfere  in  the  case  of  a  career 
manqii^! 

'  Charles,  I  am  certain — I  am  quite  certain 
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— that  something  terrible  will  happen,  and 
that  immediately.  It  has  been  arranged  : 
we  are  all  brought  together  for  that  purpose.' 

'  I  think  not,  Lady  Osterley.  Thanks  to 
you,  I  now  have  some  money.  I  shall  get 
away  by  night  quietly.  You  will  often  hear 
of,  or  from  me,  in  the  years  to  come.' 

Her  eyes  fell  upon  a  place  all  covered  with 
summer  flowers,  beyond  the  bench  on  which 
her  husband  was  sitting.  At  first  it  looked 
like  a  garden  bed  of  flowers — a  long  narrow 
bed  :  but  as  she  looked  she  saw  that  it  was 
raised  in  the  middle :  it  became  a  ofrave : 
she  remembered  what  Cicely  said  :  '  My 
mother  was  buried  in  the  coppice  at  the  end 
of  the  lawn  :  there  was  a  flower-bed  to  mark 
her  grave.  Brother  Charles,  who  was  a  bad 
man  ' — how  did  the  girl  know  that  he  was 
a  bad  man?  — 'sat  on  the  bench  beside  the 
grave  and  made  the  flowers  wither  by  reason 
of  his  extreme  badness.'  Her  mother  held 
everything   in   her  own   hands  :    she   guided 
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all  :  something  was  going  to  happen  that 
Alice  would  bring  about.  All  this  flashed 
across  her  mind  in  a  moment. 

*  Charles  !'  she  cried  passionately,  '  if  this 
could  move  you — if  anything  could  move 
you — who  brought  you  to  this  place  ?' 

'  I  heard  about  it  from  some  paper.' 

*  Who  brought  you  here  T  she  repeated. 
'Who  brought  me  here?  In  this  House 
your  sister  Alice  died '  —  the  man  started. 
'  In  this  House  she  is  buried.  Under  the 
shade  of  the  trees  in  this  little  wood  she  lies 
buried — at  your  very  feet — your  sister  Alice 
— most  saintly  of  women.  She  lies  buried 
beneath  those  flowers.' 

'  My  sister  Alice  ?  She  died  here  .'*'  The 
man  was  moved  in  spite  of  himself.  The 
presence  of  Alice  in  this  place,  with  him 
—there  are  some  things  too  startling  for 
even  the  most  callous. 

'  In  this  House  her  child  was  born — the 
girl  Cicely.' 
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'  The  girl  Cicely  is  her  daughter  ?  Alice's 
daughter  ?' 

He  quickly  recovered  his  emotion,  and 
was  now  only  curious. 

'  Is  it  accidental — think  you — that  we  should 
all  be  brought  together  in  this  strange  manner?' 

'  You  mean  that  my  sister  Alice,  being 
dead  and  buried,  has  been  exerting  her 
influence  to  bring  about  this  agreeable  re- 
union of  friends  and  relations  ?  Pardon  me, 
Lady  Osterley,  I  cannot  follow  you  in  this 
belief.  The  dead  sleep  well.  They  know 
nothing ;  they  care  nothing ;  they  can  do 
nothine.' 

'  Cannot  even  the  memory  of  Alice  move 
you  ?' 

*  What  is  the  good  of  being  moved  by  her 
memory  ?  Why  do  you  want  me  to  be 
moved  ?  I  should  be  no  better  off  by  being 
moved.  Am  I  to  shed  a  tear  over  the 
memory  of  Alice  ?  Will  any  such  emotion 
make  my  escape  the  easier  ?' 
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*  She  has  sent  you  messages,  through  her 
daughter.' 

'  Messages  ?  Oh,  you  mean  the  foolishness 
with  which  the  girl  has  been  pestering  me. 
She  believes  in  the  rubbish  they  pretend 
here.  She  is  hysterical  and  thinks  she  has 
visions.  Messages  she  brought  me.  Oh 
yes.  I  was  to  repent,  I  believe.  She  has 
threatened  me,  if  I  remember  rightly.  Do 
you  really  mean.  Lady  Osterley — do  you 
wish  me  to  believe — that  Alice — who  is  dead 
and  dust — sent  me  these  messages  ?' 

'  They  were  her  messages.  I  cannot 
choose  but  believe  that  they  were  messages. 
Since  I  have  heard ' 

'The  girl  is  like  her  mother,'  he  went  on. 
'  I  ought  to  have  perceived  the  likeness. 
But  the  dress  reduces  all  the  women  here 
to  hideousness.  Still,  I  wonder  that  I  did 
not  observe  the  likeness.  It  is,  I  confess, 
somewhat  bizarre  that  we  should  be  all 
gathered  together  in   this  queer  place  :    but 
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to-morrow  I  am  to  go.  So,  you  see,  it  all 
amounts  to  nothing,  unless  Alice  has  arranged 
that  you  shall  witness  my  arrest,  which  will 
very  likely  take  place  to-morrow.  It  would 
be  a  delicate  and  thoughtful  attention  on  the 
part  of  Alice.  Not  the  kind  of  thing  one 
would  always  expect  of  a  dead  sister — but 
then  I  never  agreed  with  her  ecstatic  religion, 
and  she  could  hardly  agree  with  my  morals. 
A  delicate  and  thoughtful  attention.' 

'Oh!'  His  wife  stepped  back.  'I  will 
waste  no  more  words.  You  fly  from  us  to 
hide  your  shameful  head.  And  you  cannot 
escape.  We  are  here — we  are  all  here — 
with  you.  Your  wife — your  son — your  niece 
— your  dead  sister.  Alice  would  save  your 
life.  I  am  sure  she  would,  if  you  will  turn 
from  your  evil  ways.' 

He  laughed  a  metallic  laugh  without  the 
least  merriment  in  it. 

'  Lady  Osterley,  when  I  knew  you  some 
time  ago  you  were  incapable  of  talking  such 
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nonsense.  It  is  the  living  hand,  not  the 
dead  hand,  that  concerns  us.' 

'  Oh,  you  are  lost — lost — lost !'  She  wrung 
her  hands  in  despair.  '  Yet,  Charles,  there 
is  one  thing  left.  All  is  lost  except  your 
name — your  father's  name — your  sister's — 
your  son's.  Oh,  leave  us  that !'  She  threw 
herself  upon  her  knees  before  him,  weeping. 
'  For  the  sake  of  Alice  ;  for  the  sake  of  your 
mother  ;  for  the  sake  of  your  son ' 

He  drew  back  coldly. 

'It  is  for  my  own  sake,  Lady  Osterley, 
believe  me,  not  for  your  sake  at  all — I  never 
considered  you  in  the  business  at  all — that 
I  conceal  my  name.  For  that  reason  you 
may  quite  rely  on  a  continuance  of — of  this 
concealment.  And  now  this  interview  has 
perhaps  been  prolonged  enough,' 

He  took  off  his  hat.  She  inclined  her 
head  and  left  him.  Yet  she  turned  once 
more  to  look  at  him.  It  was  a  fine  picture 
that  she  carried  away  in   her   memory — the 
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last  picture  that  she  took  of  her  husband. 
He  was  standing  bareheaded,  hat  in  hand, 
his  face  pale,  his  bearing  erect,  his  expres- 
sion proud  and  austere — a  brave  and  honour- 
able man,  to  look  at.  She  remembered 
another  picture — some  old  picture — which 
represented  the  execution  of  an  officer.  In 
this  picture  the  officer  about  to  die  stood, 
firm  and  proud,  before  he  received  the 
shower  of  bullets.  So  stood  Sir  Charles. 
He  must  have  known  that  the  end  was  very 
near  :  he  stood  to  meet  his  fate  with  the  cold 
pride  which  never  forsook  him,  though  the 
last  remains  of  honour  and  self-respect  had 
long  since  disappeared. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

BACK    AGAIN. 

The  Master  was  sitting  in  his  own  chair, 
the  victim  of  extreme  despondency.  A 
great  and  terrible  dread  was  upon  him,  in  so 
much  that  his  soul  was  stirred  to  the  very 
depths.  For  he  could  no  longer  meditate. 
It  was  as  if  the  gates  of  Heaven  were  closed 
to  him  :  as  if  his  whole  life  had  been  a 
failure.  You  have  seen  that  in  the  evening 
the  customary  unconsciousness  would  not 
come  to  him  :  in  the  morning,  save  for  a 
brief — a  very  brief  and  terrifying — spell,  it 
was  also  impossible.  Perhaps,  he  thought, 
this  disquiet  was  caused  by  the  departure  of 
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the  child  :  perhaps  it  was  a  sign  that  he 
was  now  old,  and  that  he  was  about  to  be 
transferred  immediately  to  the  next  world,  or 
the  world  after  next,  should  he  be  worthy. 
Perhaps  he  was  afflicted  with  this  loss  of 
power  by  his  friends  who  were  waiting  for 
him,  as  a  punishment  for  letting  the  child 
go.  So  he  sat  during  the  hot  afternoon  in 
the  quiet  Hall,  an  enthusiast  with  all  the 
enthusiasm  gone  out  of  him  ;  a  Prophet  who 
could  no  longer  prophesy.  Ever  and  anon 
he  again  attempted  Meditation  :  it  was  like 
one  afflicted  with  insomnia  trying  to  sleep  : 
after  each  attempt,  he  sat  up  again  and 
looked  about  him  with  dismay. 

It  is  hard  on  the  young  when  their  plans 
and  schemes  go  wrong  and  their  hopes  are 
crushed.  They,  however,  can  invent  new 
plans  and  work  out  new  schemes.  Think, 
however,  what  it  means  to  the  old,  and  above 
all  when  such  a  scheme  as  this,  practically  a 
new  religion,  in  good  working  order,  seem- 
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ingly,  for  twenty  years,  is  suddenly  threatened 
with  collapse !  A  Prophet  must  not  only 
believe  in  his  own  Prophecy,  but  he  must 
believe  in  nothing  else.  Twenty-two  years 
ago  there  came  to  this  Prophet,  a  poor  and 
despised  preacher  of  a  humble  sect,  preaching 
in  a  small  chapel  to  a  congregation  of  humble 
folk,  a  man  who  entered  by  accident ;  heard 
with  surprise  ;  and  ended  by  becoming,  he 
and  his  wife,  ardent  believers  in  a  form  of 
belief  which  they  spiritualized,  together  with 
itS  Prophet,  beyond  his  dreams.  They  gave 
him  the  power  of  living  the  life  which  he 
desired :  they  filled  it,  and  himself,  with 
hopes  and  endeavours  which  he  by  himself 
could  never  devise  or  attain  to. 

Well :  he  had  given  this  life  to  a  folk 
mostly  of  the  common  order  of  ill-educated 
enthusiasts  :  he  thought  it  enough  to  turn 
them  into  the  House  as  one  turns  sheep  into 
a  field  :  he  gave  them  nothing  to  feed  their 
minds    or    to    stimulate    their    imagination  : 
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neither  prayer  ;  nor  praise  ;  nor  holy  times 
or  seasons  ;  nor  singing  :  nor  reading  :  nor 
exhortation.  The  machine  went  on,  day  by 
day  ;  the  wants  of  the  body  were  supplied  : 
they  fell  readily  into  the  trance  condition, 
which  is,  indeed,  as  contagious  as  fits  :  they 
were  silent  :  they  worked  a  little  :  they  rested 
a  great  deal  :  they  asked  for  nothing.  The 
Master  never  taught  or  preached  :  the  only 
corporate  action  was  the  criticism  of  the 
Committee.  Upon  all  this  fell  a  daily 
increasing  terror  of  Outside  :  everyone  be- 
lieved that  his  neighbour  soared  to  heights 
incredible  while  in  Meditation  :  and  everyone 
believed  in  the  holiness  of  the  House  under 
the  influence  of  its  peculiar  institution.  No 
one  believed  in  this  more  than  the  Master. 
In  the  rows  of  cataleptic  brethren,  he  beheld 
the  inanimate  bodies  of  disciples  whose  souls, 
after  his  teaching  and  example,  had  flown 
upwards  to  realms  beyond  the  skies. 

We  must  never  ask  how  far   the  Master 
VOL.   III.  37 
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was  truthful  as  regards  the  discourses  which 
he  held  with  Alice.  That  question  must 
not  be  put.  The  vulgar  pretender  who 
writes  on  slates  and  unties  knots  must  not  be 
classed  with  such  as  the  Master.  He  is 
neither  a  pretender  nor  a  fraud.  He  has,  to 
begin  with,  an  ardent  imagination  :  he  sees 
things,  actually,  as  they  never  exist :  he 
believes  so  thoroughly  that  he  realizes  his 
own  belief :  if  he  believes  in  the  spirit  world, 
he  goes  into  the  spirit  world  and  lives 
there. 

And  now  the  beautiful  castle  of  cards  lay 
fallen  and  scattered  at  his  feet.  The 
members  were  in  revolt  :  his  child  had  run 
away,  and  Alice  refused  to  speak  to  him. 
At  seventy  -  five  such  things  are  hard  to 
endure. 

All  the  morning  he  sat  in  the  Hall,  alone. 
Outside  there  were  the  customary  sounds  of 
work  :  engines  throbbed  :  there  was  the 
clatter  of  pans  from   the  dairy  :   hammering 
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from  the  carpenters'  and  the  blacksmiths' 
shops  :  the  crowing  of  cocks  :  the  rumbling 
of  cart-wheels  :  for  work  must  go  on  although 
revolution  is  in  the  air. 

Presently  the  door  was  opened  and  a  lady- 
walked  in  :  not  a  sister  in  the  garb  of  the 
House,  but  a  lady  dressed  in  quite  a  different 
fashion  :  a  fashion  which  in  some  dim  and 
distant  manner  reminded  him  of  Alice  :  she 
stood  there  for  a  moment  curiously  looking 
about  her,  and  then  went  out  again,  closing 
the  door  softly  behind  her.  This  gentle 
treatment  of  the  door,  by  some  cryptic 
connection  of  ideas,  took  his  thoughts  back 
to  England,  the  country  where  doors  are 
never  slammed  :  and  again  in  imagination  he 
saw  Alice  as  he  first  met  her  walking  on  the 
lawn,  a  gracious,  sweet,  and  gentle  creature, 
in  whose  presence,  Prophet  as  he  was,  he 
felt  low  and  humble. 

The  bell  rang — the  discordant  bell — for 
cessation  of  Fatigue.     The  trampling  of  foot- 
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steps  in  the  verandah  on  the  stairs  of  the 
women's  quarters,  and  about  the  House,  re- 
called him  to  the  present. 

Sister  Euphemia  came  in  and  sat  down 
beside  him  just  where  the  child  used  to  sit. 

'  Master,'  she  said,  '  there  were  strange 
things  said  and  done  last  night.  It  was  an 
upsetting  and  an  awakening.  Now  there's 
going  to  be  more  things  done,  and  if  I  don't 
mistake.  Sister  Phoebe's  going  to  give  trouble. 
But  don't  you  mind.  She'd  like  to  put  her 
husband  in  your  place.  Oh  !  she's  deep. 
Then  she  thinks  she'll  rule  the  House 
through  Silas.  But  she  won't.  Well,  we're 
just  tired  of  sitting  still  :  Meditation  is  only 
good  for  such  saints  as  you  and  that  poor 
child.  As  for  me,  I've  never,  not  for  a  single 
day,  forgot  the  Past,  nor  the  trouble  that 
brought  me  here.  But  don't  you  mind. 
Master.  Some  among  us  will  stand  by  you 
still.  You  shall  have  your  Meditation,  morn- 
ing,  noon,   and    night,    just    the  same.     We 
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love  you  too  much,  dear  Master,  not  to 
remember  what  we  owe  to  you.  Don't  look 
like  that,  Master.  It  takes  but  little  to  set 
a  woman  crying.  And  you  shall  get  back 
your  child — you  shall.' 

The  bell  rang  for  Restoration.  The  men 
and  women  streamed  in,  and  the  feeding  was 
conducted  with  a  heartiness  which  almost 
forbade  the  idea  of  Revolution. 

After  Restoration  the  men  went  out  into 
the  verandah  :  the  women  divided  into  two 
parties  :  the  larger  of  which,  under  Sister 
Euphemia,  retired  to  the  women's  wing ; 
the  smaller,  under  the  guidance  of  Sister 
Phoebe,  went  off  to  one  of  the  workrooms. 

The  Master  was  left  alone  again.  And 
still  he  sat  in  his  armchair  with  heavy  heart 
and  dismal  forebodings. 

About  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  the 
doors  flew  open,  and  the  child  came  running 
in — and,  with  her,  Gilbert.  But  what  a 
child  !     How  transformed  !     She  looked  like 
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nothing  less  than  her  own  mother  twenty 
years  ago,  before  the  dress  of  the  House 
was  invented.  Her  beauty,  of  which  he  had 
only  been  dimly  conscious  ;  her  dress  ;  her 
changed  look,  dazzled  and  bewildered  him. 
Yet  she  was  not  changed.  She  sat  down  in 
her  own  place  at  the  end  of  the  bench  beside 
his  chair.  She  took  his  hands  in  hers — the 
old  wrinkled  hands  in  her  warm  and  tender 
hands.  'Master,'  she  said,  'dear  Master,  I 
could  not  leave  you  here  alone.  I  have  come 
back  to  take  you  away  with  me.' 

He  only  understood  that  she  was  come 
back.  '  My  dear,'  he  said,  '  I  fear  I  have 
done  wrong  :  yet  I  meant  well.  Come 
closer  :  don't  let  go  my  hand.  Cicely,  your 
mother — your  mother — is  offended  with  me. 
The  gates  are  shut  :'  he  trembled  and 
moaned.  '  My  dear,  the  gates  are  shut  :  the 
gates  to  the  Upper  World  :  I  can  no  longer 
pass  through  them  :  I  cannot  meditate.  Yet 
I  did  it  for  the  best — for  the  best,  my  dear.' 
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He  spoke  in  the  broken  manner  of  the  old, 
who  understand  slowly. 

*  Yes — yes  !  my  mother  knows  that  :  she 
cannot  be  offended.' 

So  she  bent  over  him  and  kissed  him  and 
patted  his  hand  and  consoled  him. 

'  Of  course,  you  did  it  for  the  best,'  said 
Gilbert  cheerfully.  '  Why,  we  ran  away 
partly  in  order  that  you  should  find  out  the 
strength  of  your  own  Single  Attachment. 
If  I  cannot  live  without  Cicely,  how  can 
you  .-*' 

The  old  man  shook  his  head.  He  could 
not  live  without  the  child.  Yet — to  call  it  a 
Single  Attachment ! 

'  My  dear  ' — he  spoke  to  Cicely,  not  to 
Gilbert,  because  the  reference  to  a  Single 
Attachment  perplexed  and  offended  him — '  I 
cannot  live  without  you  :  it  is  true — and  it 
was  terrible  to  think  that  I  had  driven  you 
out.  What  could  I  say  to  your  mother  ? 
I   was  afraid   to  meet  her.     That    was  why 
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she  shut  the  gates.  Perhaps  I  ought  to 
have  discerned  things  more  clearly.  I  begin 
to  understand  that  for  some  natures  there 
must  be  exceptions.  With  the  nobler  soul 
a  Single  Attachment  may  be  a  help,  not  a 
hindrance.  She  should  be  your  example  as 
she  has  been  my  guide.  And  she  loves  her 
husband  in  the  new  world  as  much  as  in  the 
old.  But  there  were  many  examples,  my 
dear,  in  this  House,  pointing  the  other  way. 
There  have  been  married  people  here  :  every 
one  could  see  how  they  quarrelled  and  called 
names,  and  fell  into  tempers  unseemly.  I 
did  not  distinguish.  It  was  not  right  to 
force  the  daughter  of  that  pure  and  white 
Spirit,  my  Guide,  who  discourses  daily  with 
me,  into  union  with  a  rustic — as  I  now 
understand — coarse  and  common.  Let  like 
mate  with  like.' 

'  That  is  finished,  dear  Master,'  said  Cicely. 
'  We  have  come  to  talk  about  other  things. 
Gilbert  will  talk  for  me.     You  must  listen  to 
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what  he  says.  Come  !  Let  us  talk  together, 
we  three.' 

The  Master  shook  his  head.  He  did  not 
expect  much  to  come  out  of  the  promised 
talk  :  indeed,  he  would  rather  have  sat  quite 
still  and  silent,  looking  at  the  child,  until  he 
might  be  permitted,  as  a  penitent,  to  drop 
into  Meditation.  But  Gilbert  began,  sitting 
on  the  opposite  bench. 

'First  of  all,  Master,'  he  said,  'we  are 
very  glad,  indeed,  that  you  have  now  learned 
to  distinguish.  Marry  one  with  the  other,  as 
much  as  you  please  ;  but  like  with  like  :  not 
like  with  unlike.  One  does  not  marry  a  rose 
of  June  with  a — with  an  onion  of  September.' 

The  Master  inclined  his  head  gravely. 
'What  do  you  mean,'  he  said,  'by  saying 
that  you  have  come  to  take  me  away  ?  What 
are  you  going  to  do  with  Cicely  ?' 

'  Cicely  is  in  good  keeping,  Master.  Do 
not  be  in  any  anxiety  about  her.' 

'  Last     night,     Cicely,'     he    began    again 
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querulously,  '  I  could  not  meditate.  For  the 
first  time  during  twenty  years — yes,  more 
than  twenty  years  —  I  failed  to  meditate. 
Again,  this  morning — I  failed.  After  dinner, 
just  now,  it  is  true  I  was  borne  upwards  ; 
but  only  to  see  that  transparent  soul  clouded, 
and  she  said — what  did  she  say  ?  She  held 
her  husband  by  the  hand  and  she  rebuked 
me.'  He  laid  his  hand  upon  his  head.  '  She 
said,  "  Master,  should  we  two  be  here  but 
for  the  love  we  have  borne  to  each  other  ? 
Should  we  two  have  risen  so  high  but  for 
the  comfort  and  stay  of  one  towards  the 
other  ?  Nay :  we  should  have  been  far 
lower — far  lower — far  more  selfish — far  more 
earthly.  Go  now."  She  told  me  to  go. 
"  We  will  discourse  again  when  this  has  been 
set  straight."  So  I  see — at  last — that  there 
are  natures  to  whom  love  is  as  the  sunshine 
to  the  fiowers — your  fiowers.  Cicely.' 

'  Nay,    Master,    I     am    sure    my    mother 
knows  that  you  acted  for  the  best.' 
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'  I  have  had  a  terrible  time,'  he  repeated. 
'  You  were  gone,  Gilbert  was  gone.  Your 
mother  would  not  receive  me,  and  the  mem- 
bers have  rebelled  against  the  Rule.  I  know 
not  what  they  want  :  but  I  cannot  fight 
against  them  :  I  am  too  old  :  they  must  go 
their  own  way.  They  no  longer  believe 
that  we  stand  alone  in  space,  every  one 
alone.' 

Gilbert  laughed  gently.  '  My  dear  Master, 
you  yourself  have  never  been  alone  :  you 
have  always  had  your  dead  friend  Alice  to 
sustain  you  :  and  you  have  always  enter- 
tained a  most  delightful  Single  Attachment 
for  Cicely.' 

'  It  is  true,'  he  replied  humbly.  '  In  that 
sense  I  have  never  seemed  to  be  alone.  Yet 
one  must  be  alone.  It  is  a  fact  which  must 
be  recognised.  We  are  born  alone  :  we  die 
alone  :  we  rise  or  fall  alone.' 

'  Love  removes  the  solitude  :  you  acknow- 
ledge   that    you    yourself    have    never    been 
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alone :  you  have  always  loved  and  been 
loved  :  and  you  have  never  felt  alone.' 

'  Yet ' 

'  To  ruder  natures  marriage  may  be  a 
hindrance.  To  the  rather  rough  and  boorish 
people  here  marriage  may  present  itself, 
when  they  consider  it  at  all,  as  a  condition 
of  life  which  is  a  hindrance  to  the  soul.  In 
marriage  they  must  be  absorbed  in  the  cares 
of  the  house  :  the  husband  working  too  hard 
every  day  :  the  wife  working  too  hard  every 
day  :  with  sordid  accompaniments,  privations, 
quarrels,  bad  tempers  and  pinchings.' 

'  That  is  so,'  the  Master  interrupted.  '  To 
such  persons  love  might  seem  a  hindrance. 
Yet  it  might  not  be  so,  because  it  might 
possibly  produce  virtues  such  as  the  single 
life  could  never  attain.' 

'  Yet,  Brother  Gilbert,  Sister  Phoebe  was 
willing  to  marry  you.' 

'  That  excellent  Sister,'  Gilbert  replied 
softly,   '  was  so   very   good  as   to  be  willing 
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to  take  me,  different  as  I  am  from  her 
at  every  point.  She  is  a  zealous  mem- 
ber of  the  Rule.  Yet  she  was  willing  to 
enter  upon  a  Single  Attachment.  It  proves 
that  the  most  orthodox  member  in  the  whole 
of  this  Community  actually  desires  the  com- 
panionship which  is  regarded  with  dislike  by 
the  Master.' 

'  Come  back  to  us,  Gilbert,  and  stay  with 
us.  You  shall  marry  Cicely  and  make  your 
Elevation  in  your  own  way.' 

'  No,  Master  ;  that  is  impossible.  I  will 
tell  you  directly  what  we  propose.' 

'  Stay  with  us,  Gilbert,'  he  repeated.  '  The 
Community  will  be  the  richer  for  your 
presence.  Besides,  I  can  read  your  soul 
through  and  through.  Like  my  dead  friend 
Raymond  you  are  true  and  loyal  :  you  have 
no  selfish  purpose  of  your  own  to  serve.' 

'  Nevertheless,  I  came  here,  five  weeks 
ago,  with  a  purpose  which  I  did  not  confess 
to  you.' 
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*  It  was  some  purpose  connected  with  the 
man  who  calls  himself  Charles  Lee.  I  know 
now.  I  do  not  know  how  I  learned  it :  nor 
what  your  purpose  was.  It  is  now  too  late, 
because  to-morrow  he  leaves  the  House.  I 
have  turned  him  out.' 

'  Oh  !  You  have  turned  him  out  ?  Curious. 
Yes  :  I  think  he  will  go  to-morrow.' 

Gilbert's  face  grew  hard.  But  only  for  a 
moment.  He  returned  to  the  business  before 
him. 

*  You  tell  me,'  he  said,  '  that  your  members 
are  in  a  state  of  rebellion.  Frankly,  I  do 
not  wonder.  When  I  came  here  and  began 
to  look  about  and  to  talk  to  them  it  seemed 
to  me  as  if  they  were  all  dropping  slowly 
into  a  condition  in  which  nothing  would  be 
left  to  them  except  a  mouth  for  the  reception 
of  food.  They  were  becoming  like  unto  the 
common  slug.  I  went  about  the  workshops  : 
only  those  members  who  felt  that  they  must 
put  forth  a  certain  amount  of  bodily  exertion 
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and  fatigue  were  turning  out  any  real  work. 
The  Farm :  the  Dairy :  the  Garden  :  the 
Laundry — those  do  well  because  the  bodily 
exertion  keeps  life  in  them  :  all  the  rest  are 
shams.  You  have  the  account-books — is  it 
not  so  i*' 

'  It  is  so.' 

'  You  have  taken  from  these  people  every- 
thing, except  a  little  work  and  a  great  deal 
of  food.  You  have  left  nothing  that  can 
occupy  their  minds.  You  discourage  con- 
versation because  it  may  become  frivolous. 
What  is  the  consequence  ?  They  cannot 
talk  any  longer  :  they  never  speak  :  many  of 
them  have  almost  forgotten  how  to  frame 
a  sentence — my  friend  Silas,  for  instance, 
is  almost  inarticulate.  You  think,  from 
the  heights  on  which  you  live,  that  every- 
body will  be  thinking  of  things  high  and 
sacred  when  you  have  left  them  nothing 
else.' 

The  blaster  inclined  his  head  again.   'True. 
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Their  minds  naturally  turn  in  the  direction 
of  things  high  and  sacred.' 

'  Do  they  ?  Then  you  have  not  suffered 
them  to  read  books,  and  they  never  leave 
this  place.  Therefore,  they  think  about 
what  you  have  left  them.  What  is  that  ? 
Food,  chiefly,  and  repose — vacuous  repose. 
Do  any  of  them  meditate  on  higher  things  ? 
I  do  not  know  :  I  can  see  no  sign  of  any 
such  Meditation.  Most  of  them  appear  to 
me  to  be  exactly  like  the  hogs  in  a  sty  : 
they  feed  :  they  sleep  :  they  grunt.  In  the 
evening  they  fall  into  a  state  of  catalepsy  : 
when  they  recover  they  remember  nothing. 
Of  what  good  is  their  catalepsy,  of  which 
they  remember  nothing  ?' 

'  It  is  hoped  that  in  time  they  will  remem- 
ber.     For  my  own  part  I  do  remember.' 

*  So  does  Cicely,  sometimes.  The  rest — 
never.  I  have  asked  them  all.  Each  thinks 
that  others  remember  :  they  believe  in 
glimpses   and   glances,    and   flashes   of  light. 
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They  know  only  that  they  have  been  un- 
conscious. I  suppose  that  the  dropping  off 
is  pleasant,  and  perhaps  the  recovery  as  well  : 
otherwise  they  wouldn't  do  it  at  all.  But 
as  for  the  help  they  get  from  it,  I  can  tell 
you,  Master,  speaking  quite  plainly,  there  is 
none  at  all.  You  and  Cicely  are  the  only 
two  with  whom  the  Hour  of  Meditation  is 
more  than  an  hour  of  catalepsy.  You  have 
restored,  you  say,  the  Eastern  custom  of 
Meditation  to  the  West.  Well — to  all  these 
people — your  rank  and  file,  the  custom  is  a 
pretence  and  a  sham.' 

The  Master  groaned.  He  had  not  the 
strength  to  dispute  the  point.  He  could  not 
in  this  hour  of  despondency  stand  up  for  his 
teaching  or  its  results. 

'  It  is  not  your  fault.  You  imagined  that 
these  people  were  made  of  the  same  material 
as  yourself  and  your  earliest  disciples.  That 
is  not  so.  They  are  a  highly  nervous  and 
excitable  people,  because  they  are  Americans. 

VOL.    III.  38 
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They  have  been  brought  up  in  a  narrow  and 
selfish  religion,  in  which  Individualism  is 
carried  to  its  extreme.  They  are  easily 
reduced  to  the  condition  of  trance  by  their 
nervous  organization  :  and  they  are  enabled 
to  accept  your  teaching  of  the  separate  and 
lonely  condition  of  the  soul  because  it  falls 
in  with  their  own  early  religion.  I  dare 
say  they  honestly  hope  to  penetrate  by  this 
way  into  the  other  world.  Meantime,  what 
are  their  habitual  thoughts  ?  They  have 
none  :  they  have  lost  the  influences  of  their 
former  life — their  church,  their  singing,  their 
religious  exercises :  and  you  have  given 
them  nothing  in  place  of  these  things.  They 
grow  worse,  therefore,  every  day,  instead  of 
better :  more  animal,  and  less  intellectual ; 
half  a  dozen,  already,  at  least,  have  become 
pure  imbeciles  who  can  only  eat  and  sleep 
and  go  into  trance  :  they  have  gone  back  to 
the  primeval  prehistoric  creature  consisting 
of  a  bag  to  hold  food  and  a  mouth,  and  two 
hands  to  put  food  into  it !' 
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'  You  are  hard,  Gilbert/  said  Cicely. 
'  Spare  the  Master.' 

'  One  person  alone  has  kept  her  mind  open 
and  healthy.  You  gave  Cicely,  happily, 
the  only  work  that  could  have  kept  her 
mentally  awake.  She  has  lived  among  the 
flowers.  They  are  live  things  to  her  :  they 
speak  to  her  :  and  she  has  talked  with  you 
every  day — about  her  dead  parents — until  she 
has  grown  to  know  them  both,  and  believe 
that  in  trance  she  speaks  with  them ' 

'  Nay  :  not  believes  :  she  does  speak  with 
them  every  day.' 

'It  is  well  for  her  that  she  does,  then. 
Now,  Master,  what  do  you  think  of  my 
picture  ?' 

'  I  cannot  say  what  I  think — I  am  an  old 
man.  If  this  is  true,  then  have  I  spent  my 
life  in  vain  :  and  I  have  led  these  poor  people 
after  a  will-o'-the-wisp.' 

'  Nay  :  at  least,  they  have  led  in  this  place 
innocent  and    harmless    lives.     What  would 
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they  be  doing  Outside  ?  Cheating  each  other 
in  trade,  perhaps.  Struggling,  ignobly,  to 
lead  an  ignoble  life.  You  have  done  no 
harm  to  them.     Don't  think  of  it  that  way.' 

*  What  way,  then  ?  Cicely,  tell  me  how 
I  am  to  think  of  it.  You  tell  me  this — and 
that ' — he  spoke  in  a  wandering,  helpless 
kind  of  fashion,  his  eyes  unsteady  —  the 
Master,  who  had  been  always  so  alert  and 
strong  that  one  forgot  his  seventy-five  years. 
*  You  say  that  Cicely  will  not  stay.  How 
can  I  think  at  all  without  her  ?  How  can  I 
live  without  the  child  ?' 

'  You  shall  keep  your  child,'  said  Gilbert, 
moved  to  pity  by  his  weakness  and  distress. 

'We  shall  not  part,  dear  Master,'  said 
Cicely,  *  believe  me.     Never  again.' 

'Tell  him.  Cicely,  what  we  have  planned 
for  him,' 

Gilbert  left  them  together  in  the  Hall. 
He  closed  the  door,  and  sat  down  in  the 
verandah.     Beyond  the  lane,  under  the  shade 
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of  the  trees,  sat,  as  usual,  the  man  whose  fate 
was  to  be  determined  on  the  morrow.  He 
sat  motionless — his  legs  crossed,  his  hands 
folded — hatless — his  face  white  as  of  marble, 
his  lips  set — the  man  whom  nothing  could 
move. 

The  place — it  was  nearly  five  in  the  after- 
noon— was  very  silent  :  now  and  again  there 
was  heard  the  lowing  of  kine.  The  engines 
had  ceased  their  throbbing,  and  there  was 
no  grinding  of  the  wheels  :  the  work  of  the 
day  was  over.  Gilbert  thought  of  the  strange, 
apathetic  people,  who  had  no  interests  in  life 
and  cared  for  nothing,  and  believed  that  they 
were  making  straight  for  Heaven  by  going 
off  into  trance  every  night.  '  Many  and 
wonderful,'  he  thought,  'are  the  ways  that 
lead  to  the  narrow  gate  ;  but  truly  this  of 
the  nightly  trance  is  the  most  wonderful. 
To  do  nothing  except  to  become  insensible. 
Heard  one  ever  a  more  remarkable  belief  in 
the  efficacy  of  annihilation  ?' 
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Presently  the  bell  rang  for  supper,  and 
the  Community  came  flocking  in  to  the 
Hall.  First  the  men,  with  slow  but  resolute 
step,  advancing  to  the  chief  event  of  the 
day.  Even  the  most  vacuous  faces  lit  up 
when  that  discordant  bell  began  to  clash  and 
clang.  '  Pork  and  cabbage  !'  it  cried  aloud. 
'  Come !  Pork  and  cabbage  !  Pork  and 
beans  !  Come  !  Tender  loin  and  tough  ! 
Beef  and  bacon  !  Come !  Huckleberry  and 
apple  pie  !  Come  !  Coffee  and  iced  water ! 
Come !  Supper  first  and  Meditation  after. 
Work  finished.  Recreation  done.  Come ! 
come !  come !' 

They  looked  at  Gilbert  in  curiosity  as  they 
passed  :  something  had  been  said  about 
running  away  :  but  it  mattered  nothing  to 
them  now.  They  wanted  to  eat,  and  then 
to  sleep,  and  afterwards  to  become  insensible. 
The  women  were  not  so  punctual  :  they 
dropped  in  by  twos  and  threes.  Among 
them  was  Sister  Euphemia. 
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'  You,  Gilbert  ?'  she  cried.  '  You  are  back 
again  ?' 

'  I  have  brought  Cicely  to  see  the  Master. 
They  are  both  unhappy  without  each  other. 
And  you,  Euphemia — why — what  have  you 
done  to  yourself  ?' 

'  Some  of  us  have  discarded  the  old  costume 
— we've  been  dressmaking  all  the  afternoon — 
I  hope  you  like  my  new  dress.  I  made  it 
myself  this  afternoon,  from  an  old  frock  that 
I  haven't  worn  for  twenty  years.' 

She  had  tied  up  her  hair  with  a  ribbon  ; 
she  wore  lengthened  skirts  so  that  the 
horrible  trouserette  thing  at  the  ankles  had 
either  vanished  or  been  sent  away  :  she 
had  a  coloured  ribbon  round  her  neck  and 
a  little  bunch  of  flowers  at  her  throat  and 
a  coloured  silk  sash  :  and  her  frock  was  in 
the  fashion  of  the  year  1875,  when  she 
left  the  Outside.  Well,  it  is  not  so  very 
long  ago,  but  there  was  an  old  world  look 
about  it. 
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'  I  congratulate  you,  dear  Euphemia.  And 
what  next  ?' 

'  Oh  !  a  good  deal  next.     But  come  in.' 

The  Hall  was  full  by  this  time.  The 
Master  sat  in  his  own  chair,  at  the  head  of 
the  middle  table  :  but  beside  him  was  Cicely 
— and  he  held  her  hand  in  his,  and  his  eyes 
dwelt  upon  her  as  if  he  could  not  bear  to  let 
anything  else  be  seen  at  all. 

Sister  Euphemia  took  her  place.  Brother 
Charles  did  not  appear  at  all. 

'  Cicely  is  with  the  Master,'  said  Euphemia. 
'  Oh !  it  would  kill  him  to  part  with  her. 
He  loves  her  as  much  as  an  old  man  can 
love  a  girl.  And  yet  he  wouldn't  allow  a 
Single  Attachment !  That's  going  to  be 
changed.' 

Sister  Euphemia's  manner  was  quite 
altered.  She  had  gone  back,  it  seemed,  to 
her  old  self,  which  was  a  cheerful,  chattering 
self. 

'  I  will  take  Cicely's  place  this  evening.' 
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She  did  so.  Gilbert  took  his  old  place  as 
before.  Opposite  him  sat  Sister  Phoebe.  On 
his  left  was  Brother  Silas.  Neither  of  them 
took  the  least  notice  of  him,  except  by  their 
shoulders,  which  were  expressive. 

'Oh,  Brother  Gilbert,'  Euphemia  went  on, 
'  how  nice  it  is  to  see  you  back  again  !  You 
should  have  been  in  the  Hall  last  niofht.  Oh, 
but  you  don't  know.  Here  are  the  Bride  and 
Bridegroom — congratulate  them.' 

She  indicated  the  blushing  pair. 

'  What  do  you  mean  ?'  asked  Gilbert. 

'  Why,  after  you  went  away,  the  Master 
ordered  these  two  to  marry  each  other,  so's 
to  cure  them  of  Single  Attachments.  Brother 
Silas,  you  know,  was  singly  attached  to  Cicely 
and  Sister  Phoebe  was  singly  attached  to  you. 
Their  condition  was  dansierous  as  recfards 
Elevation.' 

'  Really !'  Gilbert's  face  assumed  quite  a 
rosy  wreath  of  smiles.  *  Permit  me.  Sister 
Phoebe,   to  wish  you  every  joy — and   you — 
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Brother  Silas,  Happy  Dog! — I  have  been 
thinking,  Sister  Phoebe,'  he  said,  with  another 
smile,  '  what  could  be  designed  to  make  you 
happier,  if  anything  could  be  hit  upon  ;  and 
truly,  I  do  not  think  there  is  anyone  in  all 
this  House  more  worthy  for  you  in  every 
respect — none  able  to  meet  every  virtue  and 
grace  in  yourself  with  one  corresponding  of 
his  own — than  Brother  Silas.  You  will  soar 
— happy,  wingless  spirits — together  :  and 
I  am  quite  sure  that  you  can  neither  of  you 
mount  so  much  as  a  single  inch  higher  than 
the  other.' 

Sister  Phoebe  looked  ominous,  but  she 
said  nothing.  She  was  quick  enough  to 
understand  what  was  meant.  Brother  Silas 
was  not  :  he  only  understood  that  something 
dangerous  was  said  :  something  scornful. 

'  I  hate  an  Englishman,'  he  replied 
doggedly. 

'Why,  then,'  said  Gilbert,  'what  could 
more   endear  you   to  Sister   Phoebe  ?     How 
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better  could  you  hope  to  soar  than   on  the 
wings  of  such  a  sentiment  ?' 

'  Don't  make  him  mad,'  whispered 
Euphemia.  '  He's  half  mad  already  at  losing 
Cicely.  Let  him  be.  He'll  take  it  out 
in  ill  temper  with  his  wife.  I  know  that 
sort.' 

*  And  you  have  had  a  mutiny,  or  a  re- 
bellion, I  hear.' 

*  Yes  :  we  only  began  last  night.  We  are 
going  on,  though.  Things  have  got  to  be 
changed  a  bit.  Why,  when  you  came  here 
first  it  was  like  a  great  big  tomb.  I  didn't 
mind.  The  Past  was  buried  ;  there  was  no 
more  joy  left  :  I'd  just  as  soon  be  buried  in 
the  tomb  with  all  the  rest.  Nobody  spoke, 
nobody  laughed,  nobody  cared  for  anybody. 
We  were  all  selfish  logs.  Then  you  came 
and  broke  us  up.  Oh,  we  are  going  to 
change  a  good  many  things  !  We  are  going 
to  make  things  hum.  Going  to  stay.  Brother 
Gilbert  ?     See  you've  got  your  store-clothes 


124  THE  CITY  OF  REFUGE 

on.  So's  Cicely.  My  !  Isn't  she  just  too 
lovely  ?' 

'  I'm  not  going  to  stay,  I  fear.' 

'  And  Cicely  ?' 

'  She  will  not  stay  either.  She  will  come 
with  me.' 

'  Then  I  tell  you,  young  man,  that  the 
Master  will  just  sit  down  and  die.  As  for 
me,  I  don't  know  but  what  I'll  go  back  again 
— Outside.  There's  Mamie  and  James — I 
don't  know  how  they're  doing,  nor  what 
children  they've  got.  Since  the  Past  came 
back — you  brought  it  back — yet  it  never 
really  left  me — it's  borne  in  upon  me  that  I 
ought  to  go  and  see  them.  I've  got  a  little 
money,  so's  not  to  be  a  burden  upon  any- 
body, and  perhaps  to  be  a  help — and — and — 
I  shall  see.  If  the  Master  goes,  and  you, 
and  Cicely — this  will  be  a  poor  kind  of  place 
for  such  as  me.' 

'  But  your  Meditations  ?' 

'  Bless  you,  my  dear  boy,  with  an   apron 
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over  my  head  I  can  meditate  anywhere. 
Besides' — she  dropped  her  voice — 'what's 
the  good  ?  I  never  remember  anything. 
Sometimes  there's  a  kind  of  a  sort  of  a  flash 
— ^just  a  gleam — but  nothing  comes  of  it.  I 
shouldn't  wonder  if  I  went  away  and  never 
came  back  here  any  more.' 

Just  then  the  shuffling  of  feet  and  the  col- 
liding of  plates  showed  that  the  repast  was 
concluded. 

'  Now  for  Meditation,'  said  Euphemia 
cheerfully. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE    MASTER    ABDICATES. 

At  that  moment,  contrary  to  reasonable  ex- 
pectation, instead  of  stretching-  out  his  legs, 
folding  his  hands  and  going  off  into  Medita- 
tion without  any  delay,  the  Master  rose  in 
his  place,  looked  round  the  room,  as  every 
Master,  Professor,  or  Lecturer  does,  to  com- 
mand attention,  and  held  up  his  hand.  Then 
those  who  were  preparing  to  meditate  re- 
called the  soul  just  stepping  out  of  its  earthly 
tenement  for  its  night  ramble  among  undis- 
covered worlds,  and  sat  upright  with  open 
eyes  and  great  astonishment.  And  silence 
fell  upon  all  :  for  the   Master  was  going  to 
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speak.  Great  as  had  been  the  recent  events 
in  the  House,  this  was  the  greatest  event  of 
all.  The  Master  was  going  to  address  them. 
He  began  to  speak  :  at  first,  because  he 
was  out  of  practice,  with  hesitating  words, 
and  with  half-forgotten  phrases  that  he  was 
seeking  after  and  recovering.  But  as  he 
went  on,  his  old  power  came  back  to  him  : 
that  magic  touch  by  which  oratory  commands 
and  holds  an  audience  returned  once  more ; 
and,  as  his  rich  full  voice  rolled  about  the 
walls  and  among  the  rafters,  his  hearers 
listened  as  much  entranced  as  in  Meditation 
itself.  Some  there  were  who  heard  the 
music  of  his  voice  but  could  no  longer 
understand  the  meaning  of  his  words — these 
were  the  vacuous  members  whose  minds  had 
been  completely  cleaned  out  and  emptied  : 
they  understood  nothing  :  and  they  presently, 
after  a  little  uncomfortable  patience  under  the 
unaccustomed,  fell  into  their  usual  condition 
of     temporary    annihilation.        The     newly- 
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married  pair,  also,  received  the  preaching 
without  any  show  of  enthusiasm,  because 
their  minds  were  now  naturally  full  of  them- 
selves. The  honeymoon  was  cloudy,  with 
promise  of  much  rain  and  heaviness,  which 
shows  how  Elevation  is  hindered  by  the 
wedded  condition  even  without  the  dis- 
traction of  the  Single  Attachment.  As  for 
the  discourse  itself,  one  cannot  reproduce  the 
whole  of  it.  But  the  following  is  perhaps 
the  more  important  part :  the  part  which 
most  concerns  this  narrative. 

'  My  children,  my  brothers,  my  sisters,' 
said  the  Prophet,  '  it  is  long  since  I  have 
addressed  the  Community  :  it  is  many  years 
since  I  have  spoken  on  our  common  Life  and 
on  its  objects.  It  is  so  long  that  most  of  you 
have  never  heard  my  voice  at  all  and  have 
never  learned  the  reasons  why  I  founded 
this  House  with  Raymond,  my  first  Brother, 
and  Alice,  my  first  Sister. 

'  It  was  our  sole  intention  in  founding  this 
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House  to  further  Elevation — so  that,  when 
the  time  for  migration  arrived,  we  should  be 
enabled  to  take  our  places  at  once  in  an 
upper  and  a  happier  world.  There  are,  as 
you  know,  endless  worlds :  we  are  always 
rising  or  always  falling :  man  is  never  at 
rest  :  therefore  there  is  always  room  for 
anxiety  as  regards  the  future  :  yet  there  has 
grown  up  in  my  mind  a  steadfast  belief  and 
consolation  that,  as  man  rises  higher,  descent 
becomes  less  easy  for  him  :  in  other  words, 
Elevation  strengthens  as  well  as  raises.  But 
the  great  mass  of  men  and  women,  from 
generation  to  generation,  hover  about,  now 
above,  and  now  below  :  and  the  lower  we 
fall,  the  more  difficult  it  is  to  rise,  the  easier 
it  is  to  fall  lower  still :  and  the  pit  is  bottom- 
less :  for  there  is  no  depth  but  what  there 
lies  a  deeper  depth  below.  There  may  come 
a  time  when  a  man  may  cease  altogether  to 
discern  good  from  evil,  or  to  desire  any  good 
thing  at  all. 

VOL.   III.  39 
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'  I  know  these  things,  partly  because  they 
were  revealed  to  me  long  ago  :  partly  be- 
cause I  am  confirmed  in  the  knowledge  by 
daily  commune  with  the  parents  of  Sister 
Cicely,  whom  we  foolishly  and  wickedly 
drove  from  among  us,  the  Daughter  of  the 
House.  They  are  things  which  Outside 
knows  not  at  all,  thinking  that  this  existence 
begins  and  ends  everything,  or  else  that  it 
is  the  prelude  to  unearned  happiness,  or  un- 
deserved agonies  to  last  for  ever.  Why  did 
I  not  preach  these  things  Outside  ?  Because 
it  would  be  useless.  No  one  would  listen  : 
no  one  would  believe,  as  I  quickly  learned. 
The  prejudices  and  the  early  teaching  and 
the  poetry  and  the  literature  of  Outside  all 
alike  maintain  the  old  belief.  I  therefore 
refrained  from  further  effort  and  withdrew, 
coming  over  here  with  my  only  two  disciples 
to  live  the  life  of  Meditation  for  which  Out- 
side is,  as  yet,  unfitted. 

'  How  did  we  propose  to  lead   that  life  ? 
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First  by  seclusion  :  we  would  be  quite  alone 
with  our  own  thoughts,  undisturbed.  We 
would  have  none  of  the  temptations  of  Out- 
side :  there  should  be  no  desire  at  all  to 
make  money  :  there  must  be  no  anxieties 
about  keeping  the  body  alive  and  in  health. 
These  two  main  points  we  secured  by  re- 
solving that  everybody  in  the  House  should 
do  every  day  a  fair  day's  work  of  seven  or 
eight  hours  :  we  had  money  enough  with  us 
to  buy  this  land  and  to  build  a  frame-house 
of  three  or  four  rooms  to  beein  with  :  we 
lived  simply,  as  we  do  now.  Then,  having 
made  it  possible  to  feed  the  body,  we  had  to 
keep  it  well  and  strong  and  free  from  pain, 
because  physical  pain  affects  the  mind.  So 
we  resolved,  whether  we  wanted  money  or 
not,  upon  taking  exercise,  if  not  by  our  work, 
then  in  some  other  way — in  the  open  air  : 
this  we  called  Fatigue  :  it  was,  as  you  know, 
followed  by  daily  Restoration  in  the  common 
Hall.      It  was  necessary,  we  also  thought,  to 
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keep  the  mind  in  health  and  strength  :  there- 
fore we  would  have  Recreation  in  the  after- 
noon. And  thus  everything  led  up  to  the 
great  work  for  which  this  House  stands 
alone,  namely,  Elevation  by  Meditation. 
Yes  :  we  introduced  once  more  into  the 
Western  world  the  long  forgotten  practice  of 
Meditation.  It  is  peculiar  to  ourselves.  We 
may  boast,  if  we  allowed  ourselves  to  boast 
at  all,  that  there  is  no  other  place,  out  of 
India,  where  Meditation  is  the  chief  end  and 
aim  of  existence.  We  do  not  read — why 
should  we  ?  Reading  is  a  distraction,  not  an 
aid  :  it  leads  the  mind  away :  it  suggests 
disturbing  thoughts  :  it  is  a  disquieting 
influence  :  it  is  full  of  Outside.  What  can 
reading  teach  us  ?  Nothing,  we  thought, 
that  is  helpful.  Nothing  that  elevates.  We 
do  not  conduct  services — why  should  we  ? 
Retired  from  man,  we  do  not  need  the 
services  of  prayer  and  praise  that  are  neces- 
sary— Outside — in   order  to    withdraw   their 
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minds  from   their  own  work.     We  have  no 
ambitions  :  we   have   no  social    distinctions  : 
we  have  no  cark  or  care  about  business  :  for 
us  such  services  as  the  world  desires  would 
prove     to    be    disturbing.       We    have    no 
sermons.     Why  should  we  want  a  preacher  ? 
He    can    warn   and    admonish    Outside,    not 
ourselves  :    we    need    no   such    admonition, 
because  there  is  no  evil  doing  or  evil  thinking 
in  this  Community.     Aids  there  are — music 
— dancing — the  rhythmic  motion  of  the  body 
to    the   sound    of  music  —  these    may    help. 
Then  we  are,  every  one  of  us,  alone  in  the 
vast  universe  :  we  do  not  therefore  want  any 
of  the  so-called  alleviations  of  solitude — the 
illusions  of  love — the  daily  companionship  of 
another — the   mirage   of  the   Single  Attach- 
ment.    Quite  alone  we  live  :  quite  alone  we 
meditate  :    quite  alone   we   climb.       That    is 
why  in  Retirement  and  in  Repose  we  occupy 
each  a  solitary  cell' 

There  was  a  solemnitv  in  the  last  utterance 
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which  made  Gilbert,  at  least,   think   that  in 
Outside  most  people  slept  six  in  a  room. 

The  Master  continued  :  '  One  thing  was 
necessary  for  the  success  of  this  endeavour — 
namely,  a  severance  complete  and  absolute 
from  the  Past.  We  must  forget  the  Past. 
It  is  our  chief  rule — forget  the  Past.  Bring 
to  Meditation  a  mind  cleared  of  all  that  has 
gone  before.  Let  there  be  no  memory  of  it : 
no  regret  for  it :  no  longing  for  it.  Let  it  be 
dead — all  the  follies  of  the  Past — all  that  made 
it  pleasant  or  unhappy.  This  is  our  only 
Rule  :  the  rest  is  practice  or  custom  which  has 
grown  up.  On  that  condition  we  admitted 
everybody — the  greatest  sinner — the  greatest 
criminal  —  if  he  or  she  would  forget  the 
Past.'  Here  some  of  the  Community  hung 
their  heads.  '  I  fondly  hoped  that  all  had 
forgotten  the  Past.  There  can  be  no  true 
Meditation  without  it.  I  learn  to-day,  to  my 
confusion  and  shame,  that  the  Past  has  not 
been  forgotten.     You  still  remember  it,  some 
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of  you  :  you  live  in  the  Past  :  you  think  of 
the  Past  all  day  long.  One  among  us  whose 
Past  was  very  black,  I  have  ordered  to  leave 
the  House.  How  many  more  of  you  are 
there  who  still  remember  the  Past  ?' 

'  Master,'  it  was  Sister  Euphemia  who  rose 
up  and  replied,  '  I  have  never  forgotten  the 
Past.  I  lived  in  it  as  in  a  grave,  till  Brother 
Gilbert  came  and  bade  me  think  of  the 
present.  In  Meditation  there  has  never 
come  even  a  gleam  of  light  or  a  ray  of 
hope.'     She  sat  down. 

Another  woman  rose — a  woman  who  had 
once  been  beautiful. 

'  I  have  never  forgotten  the  Past,'  she  said, 
'  except  in  Meditation,  I  see  it  always.  There 
are  the  fingers  of  scorn  and  the  cruel  eyes. 
The  Past  can  never  be  forgotten.' 

And  then  a  man  arose.  '  Master,  why 
should  we  try  to  forget  what  follows  us  like 
our  shadow  ?  The  Past  cannot  be  forgotten. 
In  Meditation  we  seem  to  forget  it,  because 
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we  are  senseless.  As  for  climbing  into  higher 
planes,  I  know  nothing  about  any  climbing 
at  all.  The  Past  is  always  before  me.  If 
I  had  continued  in  Outside  I  might  have 
forgotten  it.  Things  happen  there  to  make 
one  forget  the  Past :  we  must  press  onwards  : 
we  are  driven  on.  But  here  ?  Nothing 
happens.  The  Past  is  always  before  me, 
like  a  ghost.' 

An  unhappy  Past,  this  man's. 

And  another.  And  another.  And  another. 
All  followed  with  the  same  story  of  the  Past 
that  they  could  not  forget. 

The  Master  bowed  his  head.  '  My  children,' 
he  said,  *  I  have  lived  in  a  Fool's  Paradise. 
I  thought  you  were  climbing  high  into  other 
worlds,  while  you  were  only  sinking  into 
forgetfulness  to  escape  the  living  Past.  We 
must  change  all  this.  There  have  been  other 
signs  of  discontent — the  trouble  about  the 
women's  dress.  I  never  thought  upon  the 
subject.      I  wished  you  all  to  have  the  same 
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dress  so  that  there  should  be  no  rivalry  in 
vanities.  You  wish  that  dress  changed  for 
some  other  —perhaps  you  wish  to  dress  as 
you  please.  Well :  remember  only  the  main 
object  of  the  Community.  What  else  do  you 
desire  ?' 

'We  want  books  to  read,'  said  one;  and 
a  murmurous  approval  came  from  every 
voice.  '  Books,'  they  said.  '  Books  to 
read. ' 

The  Master  bowed  his  head.  '  If  books 
will  not  distract  you,'  he  said,  'read  books.' 

'And  the  newspapers,'  said  another.  And 
from  every  man  there  came  a  shout  :  '  The 
newspapers !  The  newspapers  !'  They  were 
Americans,  and  they  had  never  seen  a  news- 
paper since  they  entered  the  House!  The 
thirst  for  the  newspapers  came  back  to  them 
like  a  flood  or  a  mountain  torrent  after  rain. 
'  The  newspapers !'  they  repeated  again  and 
again. 

'And  we  want,' said   Sister  Euphemia,  'a 
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chapel  and  regular  services  and  a  choir  to 
sing  hymns.' 

'Yes,'  said  another  woman.  'And  tea 
meetings.' 

'  And  a  Minister.' 

'And  Lectures.'  They  remembered,  little 
by  little,  all  the  old  life  and  the  things  that 
they  used  to  love. 

'And  a  Sunday  School.' 

'And  a  Literary  Society.' 

'  And  picnics  and  Surprise  parties.' 

'And  not  to  work  on  Sabbath  Day.' 

'And  concerts.' 

*  And  prayer  meetings.' 

'And  dramatic  performances.' 

'And  missionary  meetings.' 

They  cried  one  after  the  other. 

'And  SHOPPING,'  said  Sister  Euphemia 
solemnly.  Then  all  the  women  sighed 
and  smiled  and  gasped  as  with  a  yearn- 
ing after  the  long  lost.  '  Oh !  how  we 
could    meditate,'    Euphemia    added,    '  after  a 
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morning's  shopping,  and  in  a  dress  like  Sister 
Cicely's !' 

It  seemed  as  if  the  last  word  had  been 
spoken.     What  could  be  added  ? 

But  Sister  Phoebe  rose  in  her  place  and 
spoke.  '  And  we  want  besides — we  want — 
for  incompatibility  of  temper  —  we  want 
Divorce.' 

Silas  looked  round  him  slowly.  '  I  can't  talk 
much,'  he  said.  '  I  never  could  talk  much. 
But  I  don't  mind  if  we  do  have  Divorce.' 

'  In  short,'  said  the  Master,  'you  want  in 
everything  a  return  to  Outside.  So  be  it. 
For  my  own  part,  I  am  too  old  to  change. 
I  must  continue  till  I  die  in  the  old  lines. 
Well,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  hand 
over  the  charge  of  the  House  to  others. 
Choose  your  own  Master.  As  for  me,  I  am 
going  away  with  Cicely  and  Gilbert.  I  leave 
you  in  prosperity  :  the  House  has  been 
largely  blessed,  the  barns  are  overflowing : 
there   is   money   at  the    Bank  :    the  farm   is 
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stocked  :  the  gardens  are  productive  :  the 
workshops  are  fitted  with  all  that  is  wanted. 
Keep  up  the  habit  of  daily  Fatigue,  and 
remember  that  the  aim  of  the  Community  is 
Elevation  not  Degradation.  Keep  up  the 
common  Restoration :  the  Recreation :  the 
Meditation.  As  for  the  rest,  you  will  add  to 
our  simple  life  what  you  think  best.  In  one 
thing  I  have  been  wrong.  There  are  some 
to  whom  love — I  mean  the  Single  Attach- 
ment— is  a  necessity  of  their  lives.  It  has 
been  impressed  upon  me  by  recent  events, 
and  by  the  contemplation  of  Raymond  and 
Alice  always  together,  always  thinking  of 
each  other  first,  always  rising  together — that 
the  upward  Way  to  some  may  lie  through 
Sinale  Attachment.  I  was  led  to  think  other- 
wise  by  inexperience  :  I  have  never  in  my 
life  loved  any  woman  in  that  way — the  two 
women  whom  I  love  most  are  Alice,  who  is 
my  sister  :  and  Cicely,  who  is  my  child. 
Forget  all  that   I  have  said  about  the  Single 
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Attachment :  yet  do  not  seek  it,  do  not 
think  of  it,  lest  it  prove  unworthy,  and  so 
become  a  snare  and  a  pitfall.  Outside,  I 
know,  they  write  and  think  about  the  Single 
Attachment  as  if  life  had  no  other  joy. 

'  I  leave  this  place.  I  would  have  stayed 
on  until  the  end,  but  I  perceive  very  clearly 
that  you  will  have  change.  Forgive  me  if  I 
have  injured  or  wounded  anyone  by  criticism 
or  in  any  other  way.  We  have  been  for  the 
most  part  a  harmonious  community.  Until 
the  last  day  or  two  there  has  been  nothing  to 
mar  the  peace  of  our  home.  Let  me  believe 
that  it  will  be  carried  on,  if  not  in  the  same 
way — the  old  believe  there  is  no  other  way — 
then  with  the  same  ends  in  view.  And  now, 
dear  friends,  let  me  not  think  the  work  of  my 
life  has  been  a  failure.  Keep  the  same  end 
in  view.  Let  me  die  happy  in  the  thought 
that  though  you  may  change  the  method,  you 
preserve  the  truths  that  have  brought  us 
together.     Think  of  the  blessings  that  have 
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fallen  upon  us  all — the  increased  wealth — the 
easy  life  that  has  been  granted  to  you. 
Where  else  would  you  find  a  life  so  easy 
or  food  so  abundant,  or  work  so  light  ? 
Remember  these  things,  and,  if  you  would 
have  them  continued,  observe  the  way  of 
life  ;  the  industry :  the  Community :  the 
Simplicity  :  which  have  given  them  to  you. 
And  now,  dear  brothers  and  sisters,  I  make 
an  end.     Farewell !  farewell !' 

He  walked  down  the  Hall  slowly,  his  tall 
and  venerable  figure  slightly  bent,  his  soft 
and  limpid  eyes  dim  with  tears.  With  him, 
one  on  each  side,  walked  Cicely  and  Gilbert. 
Now,  at  the  sight  of  this  abdication,  the 
members  suddenly  recollected  all  that  the 
Master  had  done  for  them  :  they  remembered, 
as  he  had  reminded  them,  the  peace  and 
order,  the  abundance,  the  light  work,  the 
quiet  of  the  life.  The  women  wept  and 
kissed  his  hands.  '  Stay,  Master,  stay  !'  they 
cried.      But  he  shook  his  head  sadly.     The 
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men   caught  at    his   hands.     '  Stay,    Master, 
stay !'  they  cried.      But  he   shook    his  head. 
His  Hfe-work  was  done.      If  there  had  been 
one — only  one — to  rise  up  and  proclaim  the 
blessing    of    Meditation,    and    how    it     had 
enabled    his    soul    to    soar   aloft    to    heisfhts 
ineffable,     then,     perhaps,     he    would     have 
stayed.      But    there    was    none.      They    had 
not  forgotten  the  Past,  and  they  could   not 
remember  whither  they  went,  or  what   they 
saw  and  heard,  in  Meditation.      Not  one  to 
stand  up  forthe  Rule  !   What,  think  you,  would 
have    been    the   feelings    of   St.    Francis   of 
Assisi,  if,  at   the  close  of  his   life,  there  had 
not  been  found  one  single  brother  or  sister  to 
soothe  his  soul  with  the  assurance  of  one  at 
least    who    had    been   raised    by    the    Rule  ? 
Not  one  to  declare  the  efficacy  of  Meditation  ! 
Yes :    there    were    about    a    dozen.     Gilbert 
remarked  them.    They  proclaimed  its  efficacy, 
because  at  the  beginning  of  this  long  speech 
they  had  'gone  off'  as  usual,  and  were  now 
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sitting,  with  outstretched  feet,  heads  back 
and  eyes  open,  in  that  trance  which  was 
become  their  passion — the  desire  of  which 
was  a  yearning  stronger  than  the  yearning 
for  drink,  more  irresistible  than  the  yearning 
for  the  green  table.  They  illustrated  the 
efficacy  of  the  Rule  :  they  had  neither  past  nor 
future  :  their  minds  and  memories  and  brains 
were  swept  out  and  empty  :  not  even  a  cob- 
web was  left  in  them  :  they  had  nothing  to 
think  about  excejDt  the  regularly  recurrent 
joy  of  Restoration  and  that  of  'going  off' 
into  blankness  and  returning  with  a  vague 
sense  of  glories  witnessed  and  forgotten. 

'  Look !'  Gilbert  would  have  said,  but 
refrained.  '  There  are  the  triumphs  of  your 
system !  There  are  the  people  who  have 
been  elevated  by  Meditation!'  In  their 
places  at  the  table,  nearly  opposite  to  each 
other,  sat  the  newly-married  pair.  Their 
faces  indicated  the  happiness  of  a  honeymoon 
undertaken    by  order.     They    alone,    except 
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the  Vacuous  Ones,  suffered  the  Master  to 
depart  without  a  word  of  regret.  Their 
cheeks  burned,  their  eyes  showed  the  deepest 
resentment.  Silas  was  inarticulate,  but  he 
gazed  after  Cicely  with  a  strange  and  rather 
dangerous  look  of  the  wild  animal  ready  to 
fight  for  his  mate.  It  wanted  but  little  for 
him  to  rise  and  fall  upon  his  rival.  But  he 
wanted  words  in  which  to  clothe  that  tempta- 
tion.    He  could  say  nothing. 

*  Silas  !'  Phoebe  said,  '  you  ought  to  have 
followed  him  and  brought  them  both  back. 
You  are  a  coward — you  are  a  coward.  It's 
too  late  now.' 

Said  Silas  :  *  I  hate  an  Enelishman.' 

'  Here  they  come,'  said  Phoebe,  loud 
enough  to  be  heard  by  the  Master  if  he  was 
listening,  and  by  Gilbert,  who  did  listen, 
pleased  to  observe  the  discomfiture  of  these 
zealous  members.  '  Here  they  come — with 
their  Single  Attachments  against  the  rules. 
Let  them  go.     We  don't  want   Englishmen 

VOL.  III.  40 
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here.  I  hate  an  Englishman,  too,  Silas — you 
great  log — you  great  coward — do  you  hear  ? 
If  there's  law  in  the  land  we'll  have  a 
divorce !' 

'  I  want  it,'  said  Silas  the  Unready,  after  a 
pause,  *  worsen  you.' 

'  Here,'  Gilbert  would  have  said,  but  did 
not,  '  are  two  more  examples  of  the  House. 
They  are  the  most  zealous  to  carry  out  the 
Rules.  Have  they  been  elevated  in  the  least  ? 
One  began  as  a  Boor,  and  so  remains,  with 
the  manners  and  the  habits  of  a  Boor :  had 
he  been  taught  instead  of  being  left  alone,  he 
might  have  become  a  kind  of  gentleman. 
The  other  is  a  village  shrew,  with  the  tongue 
and  the  mind  and  the  passion  of  her  class.' 

So  they  passed  through  the  people  and 
went  out.  There  was  waiting  for  them  a 
carriage,  and  they  put  the  Master  in  and 
drove  away. 

'  I  have  brought  you  the  Master,  Dorabyn,' 
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said  Gilbert.  '  He  has  made  up  his  mind  to 
resign  his  Mastership,  and  to  Hve  with  Cicely 
wherever  she  may  go.' 

Lady  Osterley  gave  the  old  man  her  most 
gracious  welcome.  He  was  a  good  deal  worn 
by  the  fatigues  and  excitements  of  the  day, 
and  he  looked  old  and  shaken.  It  has  been 
seen  that  the  revolt  of  his  people  was  trying 
after  so  many  years  of  peaceful  rule.  More- 
over, the  strangeness  and  the  newness  of  the 
place  troubled  him  ;  and  the  aspect,  even  the 
gracious  welcome,  of  the  grande  dame  em- 
barrassed him.  Remember  that  for  twenty 
years  and  more  he  had  never  stepped  outside 
the  House  of  his  Community.  He  sat  down 
and  looked  about  the  room  as  if  he  hardly 
understood  what  was  happening.  He  was 
like  a  domestic  cat  taken  to  a  strange  house. 
His  bewilderment  became  alarming. 

'  Master,'  said  Cicely,  taking  his  hand, 
'  you  know  me,  don't  you  ?  I  am  Cicely, 
your  daughter.' 
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'  Yes — yes — Cicely.  I  know  you,  but  I  do 
not  know  myself.    Where  is  the  Community  ?' 

'  Dear  Master,  if  you  will  go  and  talk  with 
my  mother  a  little!  Please  play  something,' 
she  said.  *  He  wants  his  usual  Meditation  ; 
then  he  will  get  better.' 

Lady  Osterley  complied,  playing  things 
that  soothe :  things  that  float  about  the  brain 
and  allay  all  kinds  of  trouble.  The  old  man 
sat  quite  still  and  silent,  listening  to  the  music. 
Then  his  head  fell  back  :  his  feet  stretched 
themselves  out  ;  his  hands  lay  folded  :  and  he 
became  rigid  like  a  dead  man.  He  was  once 
more  in  Meditation. 

'  Heavens  !'  Lady  Osterley  whispered. 
'  Does  he  do  this  every  night  ?' 

'Every  night,'  Gilbert  replied.  'You  need 
not  whisper  :  you  can  talk  as  loud  as  you 
please,  he  will  not  hear  you.' 

'  Why  does  he  do  it  ?' 

*  He  believes  that  in  trance  he  can  trans- 
port his  soul  wherever  he  pleases.     He  goes 
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to  converse  with  his  friend  Alice — Cicely's 
mother.  She  sends  messages  by  Cicely  and 
by  him  to  me,  you  know.' 

'  Gilbert !  Again.  This  from  you  ?  I 
shall  end  by  believing.* 

'  I  assure  you  again,  Dorabyn,  that  I  cannot 
choose  but  believe.      However,  now  that  he 

is   off,    I   should    like '      He  glanced  at 

Cicely.  She  looked  restless  ;  her  face  was 
assuming  the  expression  that  fell  upon  the 
Community  when  they  could  not  'go  off'  so 
easily  as  was  customary.  '  Play  something 
else — play  a  waltz — the  best  waltz  that  you 
know.  I  think  that  you  will  be  rewarded  for 
your  trouble.' 

Lady  Osterley  changed  the  music  :  she 
played  a  most  lovely  waltz  :  one  of  those  that 
make  old  people  remember  their  youth,  and 
make  them  sick  with  yearning  for  the  impos- 
sible return,  and  put  life,  and  joy,  and  cadenced 
motion  into  the  feet  of  the  young.  And  then 
she   learned  why  Gilbert  asked   for  a  waltz. 
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For  Cicely  rose,  her  face  grave  and  serious, 
as  one  who  begins  some  reHgious  function. 
She  rose,  as  if  unconscious  of  the  presence 
of  any  other  person  ;  she  stepped  into  the 
middle  of  the  room,  and  then  began  one  of 
those  mystic,  self-taught  dances  of  hers  which 
had  so  moved  Gilbert  on  the  first  day  of 
Meditation.  It  was  a  kind  of  skirt  dance, 
with  movements  of  the  arms,  and  bendings  of 
the  body — a  graceful  dance,  in  which  every 
limb  played  its  part,  but  without  contortions, 
and  quite  seriously.  Dorabyn  played  and 
looked  on  in  amazement.  *  Faster  !'  cried 
Gilbert.  She  played  the  waltz  faster — faster. 
Then  the  girl  turned  up  her  arms  over  her 
head,  and  whirled  round  swiftly.  Dorabyn 
brought  the  music  to  an  end  with  a  crash 
of  chords,  and  Cicely  sank  breathless,  with 
closed  eyes,  into  Gilbert's  arms.  He  laid  her 
on  a  sofa,  apparently  lifeless. 

Lady  Osterley  left  the  piano,  and  bent  over 
the  girl,  lying  supine  on  the  long,  low  couch. 
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'  Strange  !'  she  whispered.  '  Last  night  I 
was  ready  to  call  it  Death.  And  this  they 
have  been  doing  every  night !  Yes,  Gilbert, 
such  a  wonderful,  mysterious  power  as  this 
would  be  sure  to  attract  the  mystic  nature  of 
Alice  Osterley.  Cicely,  as  I  look  at  her, 
grows  more  and  more  like  her  mother  as  I 
remember  her.  A  delicate  creature,  Gilbert. 
She  will  want  all  the  love  and  thought  that 
you  can  give  her  if  she  is  really  like  her 
mother.' 

'  She  will  have  all  the  love  and  thought 
that  I  can  give  her.' 

Gilbert  stooped  and  kissed  her  forehead. 
It  was  very  cold,  as  in  death.  He  lifted  her 
hand  and  felt  her  pulse.  There  was  none 
perceptible,  nor  did  she  seem  to  breathe.  He 
sat  down  beside  her,  and  they  began  to  talk 
in  whispers. 

'  See,'  he  said,  '  there  is  nothing  of  her  left 
but  the  shell.  Life  and  thought  have  gone 
out  of  her.      It  is  a  beautiful  shell,  Dorabyn. 
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Did  mortal  maiden  ever  before  have  a  face 
so  delicate  and  so  sweet  ?' 

'  She  is  very  beautiful,  Gilbert,  I  hope 
she  will  not  become  too  saintly  for  this  world's 
use.  But  I  think  not.  Alice  had  a  husband 
who  was  like  herself.  They  encouraged  each 
other.  This  girl  will  have  a  more  earthly 
husband.  You  must  not  destroy  the  spiritual 
side  of  her.     But  you  will  not.' 

'  She  has  gone  to  see  her  mother.  They 
are  talking  together  now.' 

'  Gilbert !' 

'  I  say,  Dorabyn,  that  I  cannot  choose  but 
believe.  She  has  told  me  things  that  she 
could  not  otherwise  know :  as  that  her  mother 
was  in  Lucknow  when  it  was  relieved — a  little 
girl — and  that  my  father,  then  a  subaltern, 
took  her  up  and  kissed  her.  Well,  my  father 
was  with  his  regiment  at  the  Relief  of  Luck- 
now.      How  could  Cicely  know  that  fact  ?' 

'  It  is  difficult  to  answer  that  question. 
Still ' 
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'  Still,  I  must  believe  these  things  because 
now,  in  a  way  that  I  cannot  explain  to  you,  the 
whole  of  this  child's  happiness,  and  that  of — 
of  other  people  as  well — depends  upon  their 
truth.' 

He  spoke  very  seriously — more  seriously 
than  he  had  ever  spoken  before — this  young 
man  who  mostly  took  things  so  lightly. 
And,  indeed,  there  was  something  solemn  in 
the  presence  of  these  two  lifeless  persons 
lying  as  if  dead.  Dorabyn  whispered  in 
reply,  but  what  she  whispered  were  no  more 
than  words  of  sympathy — such  words  as 
belong  to  a  woman. 

'  If  the  messages  are  from  Alice — really 
and  truly  from  Alice — they  must  be  true 
messages,  for  Alice  is  all  truth  and  purity 
through  and  through,  in  death  as  in  life.' 

The  Master  was  the  first  to  return.  He 
looked  round  ;  he  remembered  where  he  was 
and  what  had  happened  :  he  laid  his  hand 
on  his  forehead. 
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'  My  children, '  he  said,  remembering.  '  Have 
no  fear.  I  am  commanded  to  tell  you — have 
no  fear  :  for  all  is  well — and  all  will  continue 
well.  Peace  and  love  and  union  which  shall 
never  be  destroyed.     All  is  well' 

Then  he   rose  and,   as  at  the   House,  he 
retired  after  Meditation  to  Repose. 
They  sat  beside  the  unconscious  girl. 
At  last  she,  too,  returned. 
'  You  have  come  back,  Cicely.' 
'  Yes,   Gilbert.     And  oh !   I    am   to  dance 
no  more.' 

'  To  dance  no  more  ?' 

*  My  mother  tells  me  that  I  am  to  dance 
no  more.  And  I  am  to  have  no  more 
Meditation.  And  until  she  calls  me,  I  am 
to  have  no  more  talk  with  her.  Gilbert, 
she  tells  me  to  think  of  nothing  now— not 
of  her — or  of  the  Master — or  of  the  House — 
but  only  and  always — all  day  and  all  night — 
of  you  !' 

He  stooped  and  kissed  her  forehead.     And 
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there  was  an  unwonted  dimness  in  his  eyes 
and  a  strange  choking  at  his  throat. 

'  And  I  have  a  message  for  Brother 
Charles.'  She  looked  about  the  room  as 
if  expecting  to  see  him  there. 


CHAPTER  XVII. 

THE    ORDEAL    BY    CARDS. 

It  was  Saturday  morning  :  the  last  day  of 
the  limit  assigned  :  the  day  on  which  the 
hunted  man  was  to  be  turned  out  to  the 
hounds  :  the  last  day  of  grace  to  the  criminal : 
the  day  of  Death  to  one  or  other — perhaps 
to  the  avenger.  Gilbert  sat  up  in  bed  when 
he  awoke — not  a  single  minute  before  the 
usual  time — and  said  this  to  himself  over 
and  over  again.  He  said  it  over  and  over 
again  while  he  was  dressing.  It  would  be 
a  day  of  Death  to  one  or  two.  Strange ! 
The  full  certainty  of  the  fact  moved  him 
not    one    whit.      His    nerves    were    perfectly 
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steady,  his  pulse  was  quiet :  he  felt  no  anxiety 
or  fear  or  doubt.  Because,  you  see,  he  was  by 
this  time  strangely  persuaded  of  the  reality 
of  that  message.  Because  in  his  brain  the 
words  rung  and  echoed  over  and  over  again  : 
'  What  must  be  done  shall  be  done,  but  not 
by  your  hands.' 

What  should  be  done?  How  should  it 
be  done  ?  Once  more  it  was  as  if  he  ran 
his  head  against  a  brick  wall.  For  there 
came  no  answer  ;  none  at  all.  It  is  im- 
possible to  believe  certain  things,  especially 
certain  things  calling  themselves  supernatural. 
This  was  no  silly  nonsense  about  rapping 
tables  and  inverted  baskets.  It  was  as  if  to 
persons  most  incredulous  as  regards  things 
supernatural  there  had  come  out  of  the  very 
skies  a  message  clear  and  unmistakable,  with 
a  promise  equally  clear  and  unmistakable. 
Should  such  a  promise,  such  a  prophecy, 
to  be  tested  and  proved  in  a  few  hours, 
be    spoken  by   a  person    professing    himself 
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to  be  a  medium,  even  those  who  are  most 
incredulous  would  keep  themselves  from 
ridicule  or  judgment  until  the  time  of  fulfil- 
ment. This  was  such  a  promise — Cicely, 
who  delivered  the  message,  declaring  that 
she  had  received  it,  could  know  nothing 
about  his  own  purpose,  nothing  about  the 
past  history  of  Brother  Charles.  Yet  the 
message  bade  him  wait  for  five  weeks — how 
could  the  girl  invent  such  a  message  ? — 
and  assured  him  that  what  had  to  be  done 
would  be  done,  but  not  by  his  hands.  How 
should  Cicely  know  that  his  father,  of 
whom  she  could  never  have  heard,  had  met 
her  mother  in  Lucknow  when  she  was  a 
child  ? 

He  took  up  his  revolver  :  he  saw  that 
it  was  loaded  :  he  dropped  it  into  his  breast- 
pocket and  descended  to  breakfast.  '  Now 
we  shall  see,'  he  said.  Meantime  he  marvelled 
that  his  mind  was  so  calm  and  his  hand 
so   steady.      Nothing   short  of  Death   faced 
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him.  That  meant  —  to  Dorabyn  and  to 
Cicely — what  ?  He  could  not  even  think. 
It  seemed  as  if  it  was  some  other  man's 
business,  not  his  own. 

The  others  came  into  the  salle  a  manger 
one  by  one.  Somehow  all  their  faces — even 
Cicely's — were  grave  and  serious.  They  took 
their  breakfast  almost  in  silence. 

'  Something  is  going  to  happen,'  said  Lady 
Osterley.  '  I  feel  that  something  is  going 
to  happen.' 

The  touch  of  the  supernatural  in  the  trance 
of  the  Master  and  the  girl  probably  caused 
this  feeling.  One  cannot  look  into  another 
world  without  being  saddened.  We  never 
hear  of  mirth  or  laughter  in  any  other  world. 
It  may  be  that  the  greatest  happiness  does 
not  allow  of  laughter,  which  belongs  to  the 
unexpected  and  to  the  imperfect.  This  ex- 
perience should  be  of  itself  quite  enough 
to  account  for  Dorabyn's  shaky  nerves. 
Yes.     Something,  she  was  sure,  was  certainly 
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going  to  happen.  And,  besides,  why  should 
one  try  to  account  for  nerves  ? 

'  I  have  known  for  some  time,'  said  the 
Master,  '  that  something  terrible  will  happen. 
I  have  not  asked  what  kind  of  trouble  it 
will  be,  or  whom  it  will  affect.  It  is  enough 
for  me  to  know  that  it  will  not  bring  sorrow 
on  this  child.' 

He  spoke  in  the  deepest  and  most  pro- 
phetic voice,  insomuch  that  Lady  Osterley, 
who  was  going  to  ask  if  he  would  take 
another  cup  of  tea,  feared  to  spoil  the  effect 
and  held  out  her  hand  in  silence  for  the  cup. 

'  Well,'  said  Mr.  Annandale  cheerfully, 
'  since  the  terrible  thing  is  not  going  to  affect 
Cicely,  it  won't  affect  anybody  here  except 
me.  And  I  don't  feel  the  air  heavy,  not  at 
all  ;  it's  a  hot,  bright,  stimulating  air.  I 
shall  sit  in  the  porch  presently  with  a  cigar, 
and  I  shall  feel  warm  and  good  through  and 
through.' 

'  There  is   Rebellion  at   the   House,'  said 
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the  Master.  '  Perhaps  it  is  that  which  was 
to  happen.  They  may  rebel  ;  they  may 
desire  to  change  things,  but  they  are  sound 
at  heart.  I  am  old,  and  I  see  no  longer  so 
well  as  formerly  the  meaning  and  the  forces 
of  things.  The  young  must  reign  over  the 
world.     It  is  the  rule  of  the  world.' 

'  You  may  trust  them,  Master,'  said  Gilbert. 
'  They  have  most  of  the  things  they  want — 
they  will  only  let  in  a  little  light  from  out- 
side. Nowhere  else  could  they  continue  to 
enjoy  their  three  square  meals  a  day  even 
without  the  Meditation  of  the  evening.  They 
will  all  stay  where  they  are.' 

After  breakfast  Gilbert,  without  any  expla- 
nation— without  feeling  impelled  even  to  say 
farewell  to  Cicely — quietly  ordered  a  carriage 
and  drove  to  the  House. 

He  arrived  there  about  half-past  ten,  an 
hour  when  Fatigue  is  commonly  in  full 
swing.  This  morning  no  one  was  in  the 
gardens  ;  there  was  no  sound  of  the  engine 
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from  the  workshops  ;  there  was  no  sign  of 
any  work  at  all.  But  from  the  Refectory 
came  the  clash  and  clang — as  discordant  as 
the  sound  of  the  bell — of  many  voices — yea, 
even  of  fifty  speaking  like  one.  The  Revolt 
was  going  on.  Speaking  as  a  historian,  they 
were  in  the  middle  of  the  second  chapter. 

So  complete  was  the  tranquillity  of  Gilbert's 
mind  that  even  on  this  occasion,  when  his 
very  life  was  hanging  on  a  chance,  he  could 
postpone  that  business  while  he  looked  into 
the  Hall  for  a  few  minutes  upon  this  Parlia- 
ment of  rebels. 

Everybody  was  there,  and  there  were 
apparently  divisions  and  dissensions — they 
were  split  up  into  knots  and  circles,  all 
talking  at  once.  And  at  one  end  of  the 
Hall  sat  the  company  of  the  Vacuous  who 
had  too  faithfully  interpreted  the  Rule,  and 
now  had  neither  voice  nor  understanding 
left.  They  sat  together,  huddled  like  sheep, 
and  they  trembled. 
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Then  Sister  Phoebe  sprang  out  from  a 
knot  of  eager  disputants,  and  jumped  upon 
the  Master's  chair  and  spoke  from  that 
place  as  from  a  position  of  authority.  Her 
shrill  voice  rang  through  the  Hall  like  a  pro- 
longed shriek :  her  flushed  cheek  showed  the 
excitement  which  possessed  her. 

'  The  Master  has  gone,'  she  cried,  '  Why 
are  we  lamenting:  over  what  cannot  be 
helped  ?  He  is  gone.  Well — we  can  do 
better  without  him.  He  was  too  old :  he 
was  held  down  by  a  Single  Attachment. 
Let  us  have  a  younger  Master.  Let  us  elect 
him  at  once,  lest  we  fall  into  confusion.  We 
must  not  wait  a  single  hour.  Why  should 
we  ?  Have  we  not  a  Brother — the  only 
Brother  who  is  fit  to  replace  him  ?  Has  he 
not  been  the  real  Master  for  years  ?  Who 
has  provided  Restoration  for  us  ?  Brother 
Silas  !  Who  finds  us  three  regular  meals  a 
day  ?  Brother  Silas  !  The  meals  come  out 
of  the  profits  of  the  farm  which  he  manages. 
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Look  at  him  !  There  is  your  true  Master. 
He  is  the  man  you  want.' 

Brother  Silas  sat  in  his  place  quite  silent, 
taking  no  part  whatever  in  the  discussion, 
even  when  it  concerned  himself. 

'  Look  at  him,  I  say  !  He  is  your  farmer  : 
on  him  depends  everything — all  your  well- 
being.  And  he  will  sustain  the  Rule.  Nothing 
but  the  Simple  Rule.  That  must  be  main- 
tained and  obeyed.  We  won't  have  any 
new  things  to  disturb  us.  The  Simple  Rule 
for  us — the  Simple  Rule.  Who  is  the  man 
to  elect  for  the  Simple  Rule  ?  The  man  who 
manages  your  farm.  No  other.  He  will  go 
on  managing  your  farm  and  providing  the 
three  square  meals  a  day.  Nobody  else  can. 
Look  at  him  !  There  is  your  Master  !'  She 
pointed  again  at  Silas,  who  shook  his  head 
for  want  of  words.  '  What  will  you  do  for 
them,  Silas  ?' 

He  made  reply,  shortly,  '  Restoration.' 

Gilbert,  looking  in  at  the  door,  marvelled 
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at  the  change  which  a  short  twelve  hours 
had  accomplished.  Last  night  the  woman 
was  glaring  with  thunder  on  her  brow  and 
lightnings  in  her  eyes  at  the  husband  imposed 
upon  her — call  it  the  Alliance  demanded  by 
the  Rule.  She  was  crying  out  for  divorce  : 
she  was  calling  her  husband  Log  and  Coward. 
This  morninof  all  was  chano^ed.  She  was 
crying  out  for  her  husband  to  be  elected 
Master  of  the  Community,  with,  apparently, 
no  more  thouoht  or  desire  for  divorce.     A 

o 

little  later,  when  he  was  able  to  recall  the 
scene,  he  remembered  that  marriage  may 
very  well  become  a  partnership  for  purposes 
of  ambition.  As  Dorabyn  married  the  man 
Vi'ho  was  certain  to  be  Prime  Minister  for 
the  sake  of  the  position,  so  Phoebe  was  ready 
to  remain  the  consort  of  Silas  if  he  was  to  be 
Master — knowing  full  well  who,  in  that  case, 
would  be  the  real  Master  of  the  Community. 
'We  will  have  no  change,'  she  repeated, 
'  the  Rule  niust  not  be  altered.'     She  spoke 
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as  if  it  was  the  Ten  Commandments  or  the 
American  Constitution.  '  There's  Fatigue 
and  Repose.  There's  Restoration  and  Re- 
creation. There's  Elevation  and  Medita- 
tion. No  change.  And  there's  Criticism. 
There's  nothing  more  to  desire.  But  we 
must  all  work  harder.  There  have  been 
slugs  among  us.  We  must  put  more  heart 
into  the  work.  Else  there  will  be  Criticism 
— and  Expulsion.' 

'We  won't  have  Brother  Silas,'  cried  little 
Sister  Euphemia,  jumping  on  the  table ; 
'  we'll  have  a  man  who  can  speak,  not  a 
dumb  one  who  can  only  eat  and  work.  And 
we're  going  to  have  lots  of  change.  We're 
going  to  dress  like  decent  people,  and  we 
shall  have  our  Pastor  and  our  Chapel  and 
all — and  we're  going  to  town  when  we  like. 
I'll  be  your  Master.  If  you'll  make  me 
Master  I'll  see  that  Brother  Silas  goes  on 
working.  If  he  won't  work,  he  shall  go. 
Sister    Phoebe,    too.       I'll    look    after   your 
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Restoration.  You  shan't  have  any  more 
black  mud  for  coffee — and  the  chops  and  the 
steaks  shan't  be  fried  toQether  in  the  same 
pan.     And ' 

Then  Sister  Phoebe  flew  upon  her  and 
dragged  her  off  the  table.  And  then — 
where  was  Meditation  ?  Where  was  Eleva- 
tion ?  There  was  a  fierce  struggle  among 
the  sisters,  who  rushed  one  after  the  other 
tearing  and  dragging  at  arms  and  skirts — 
and  in  the  middle  Sister  Phoebe  and  Sister 
Euphemia  shook  each  other.  It  was  the 
meeting  of  the  two  great  principles,  Reform 
and  Conservatism.  As  for  the  men,  they 
looked  on,  troubled  and  uncertain. 

The  floor  was  strewed  with  the  fallen  :  it 
was  even  strewed  with  torn  skirts  and  frag- 
ments of  sleeves.  The  cries  of  the  com- 
batants might  have  been  heard  as  far  lis 
Aldermanbury. 

Then  suddenly  the  Sisters  desisted  :  they 
ceased    pulling    and    dragging    each     other  : 
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they  became  ashamed  of  themselves,  and 
they  stood  back,  with  panting  chests  and 
burning  cheeks.  Euphemia  and  Phoebe  got 
up  and  pulled  themselves  straight  and 
smoothed  their  hair  with  looks  of  war  and 
determination,  and  again  Euphemia  the  un- 
conquered  sprang  upon  the  table. 

'  Make  me  the  Master,'  she  said,  '  and  you 
shall  have  all  that  you  have  had  already — 
and  more  —  and  more  —  and  more.  You 
shall  have  love  if  you  like  :  you  shall  have 
books  and  newspapers  :  you  shall  have 
lectures  and  tea  meetings.  Make  me  your 
Master.  Hold  up  your  hands  all  who  want 
me.' 

A  crowd  of  hands  went  up. 

*  All  those  who  want  the  dumb  man 
who  can  only  eat  and  work  hold  up  their 
hands.' 

No  one  moved.  The  Community  re- 
spected one  who  grew  Pork  so  toothsome — 
beans  so  delicious  :  but  Silas  was  inarticulate  : 
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and  his  wife's  temper  and  her  tongue  they  all 
knew.  At  this  point  Gilbert  shut  the  door 
and  left  them. 

In  case  my  reader  should  find  himself  in 
Aldermanbury,  and  should  wish  to  visit  the 
House  of  Meditation,  he  will  learn  that  the 
innovators  have  quite  prevailed.  It  is  only 
a  year  since  the  Rebellion.  The  Fraternity 
exists  and  flourishes.  It  is  now  a  Com- 
munity of  men  and  women  who  lead  the 
Common  Life,  many  of  them  being  married  : 
they  have  bought  more  land  ;  Brother  Silas, 
who  is  not  divorced,  manages  the  farm  with 
great  skill  and  prudence,  while  his  wife,  who 
remains  in  all  respects  unchanged,  manages 
the  Dairy.  Meditation  survives  ;  but  it  is 
no  longer  practised  by  the  majority.  The 
younger  members  doubt  its  efficacy  :  their 
Pastor — for  they  have  now  a  Chapel  of  their 
own  Persuasion — openly  derides  Meditation  ; 
they  have  a  promising  Literary  Association  : 
some   of  the  associates  have  even  proffered 
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Poems  to  the  Magazines :  they  were  re- 
jected, but  the  mere  production  proclaims  a 
newly-born  intellectual  activity.  They  have 
built  reading  -  rooms  and  writing  -  rooms. 
They  take  in  the  newspapers  and  the  maga- 
zines :  they  have  started  a  Library  :  they  get 
wandering  lecturers  to  discourse  before  them 
and  country  companies  to  play  before  them  : 
they  have  dances  and  they  have  concerts  of 
their  own.  In  fact,  it  is  a  very  comfortable 
Community  :  Restoration  continues  to  be 
plentiful  and  admirable  :  and  the  Sisters 
dress  just  as  they  please. 

Gilbert  closed  the  door  and  stood  on  the 
verandah  looking  about  him.  At  the  end  of 
the  lawn  where  the  trees  stood  thick,  so  that 
as  you  have  seen  there  was  coolness  and 
shade  on  the  very  hottest  mornings,  he  saw 
his  enemy  sitting  on  the  bench  beside  his 
sister's  grave.  He  walked  across  the  grass 
to  meet  him.  Gilbert  was  no  braggart,  nor 
was  he  reckless  of  life,  or  indifferent  to  life  : 
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on  the  contrary,  he  was  as  much  attached  to 
Hfe  as  a  young  man  in  love  should  be.  He 
knew  that  he  was  come  to  meet  his  fate  : 
either  to  do  what  he  had  resolved  to  do  :  or 
to  be  himself  destroyed  :  he  knew  and  un- 
derstood that  very  well.  Yet  he  neither  felt 
nor  showed  the  least  emotion.  You  have 
seen  how  he  believed,  with  the  strong  faith 
of  an  early  Christian,  that  things  would  in 
some  way  be  made  safe  for  him. 

Sir  Charles — we  may  give  him  his  real 
name  at  last — rose  and  lifted  his  hat.  He 
was  no  longer  dressed  in  the  uniform  of  the 
House,  but  in  that  of  an  English  gentleman, 
with  a  long  frock-coat,  a  white  waistcoat, 
irreproachable  linen,  and  a  white  flower  in 
his  button-hole. 

'  I  expected  you.'  he  said. 

'  Have  you  anything  to  propose  ?'  asked 
Gilbert. 

'  In  one  moment.  We  understand  each 
other,  I  think.      You  came  here  with   the  in- 
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tention  of  getting  me  out  of  the  way — some- 
how.' 

'  You  will  admit  that  it  is  the  only  way  of 
setting  your  wife  free.' 

'  True.  The  only  way.  I  have  seen  my 
wife  and  talked  things  over  with  her.' 

'  You  have  seen  her  }  Lady  Osterley  came 
here  ?     Who  told  her  you  were  here  ?' 

'  You  did — or  perhaps  Annandale,  who 
came  here  ;  you  sent  him,  too,  I  suppose — 
you  would  send  half  Piccadilly,  if  you  could.' 

'  Your  wife  has  been  to  see  you !  She 
told  me  nothing  about  it.' 

'  She  even  made  me  an  offer — if  I  would 
live  quietly.  Women  unfortunately  do  not 
understand.  I  cannot  live  quietly,  as  she 
calls  it.  Good  Lord  !  man  ' — for  one  moment 
only  he  lost  his  external  calm  and  showed 
emotion — '  do  you  suppose  it  possible  that 
I  should  have  thrown  away — what  I  have 
thrown  away — if  I  could  live  quietly,  as 
she    calls    it  ?       My  wife,    I    say,    was    good 
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enough  to  wonder  how  a  man  can  live  under 
these  conditions.  For  me,  I  confess,  Hfe  has 
but  one  pursuit  to  be  named  or  thought 
of.'  He  stopped  for  a  moment.  '  Cicely 
has  been  to  see  me,  too.  Cicely,  who  is,  it 
appears,  my  sister's  child.  She  is  like  her 
mother.  She  came  yesterday,  at  night  ;  she 
walked  all  the  way  over  from  the  town.' 

*  Yesterday  ?  In  the  evening  ?  After  we 
all  went  to  bed  ?  Cicely  came  here  last 
night  .'*  She  must  have  walked  over  in  a 
dream.' 

'  She  came  at  midnight.  She  came  to  my 
room.  I  was  asleep.  She  said  that  her 
mother  sent  her — my  sister.  Curious  !  my 
sister  Alice.  She  sent  me  word  that  she 
would  meet  me — this  evening — this  evening. 
If  I  was  a  superstitious  man,  I  should  believe 
that  you  would  win.      But  we  shall  see.' 

'  Your  sister  will  meet  you  —  to-night,' 
Gilbert  repeated.     '  If  she  said  this ' 

'  I  used  to  think  that  you  put  her  up  to  the 
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messages.  It  seems  ridiculous,  but  I  cannot 
think  so  any  longer.  The  Master  yesterday 
morning  came  to  offer  me  help  —  money. 
He  said,  very  oddly,  "  I  would  offer  you  a 
hundred  dollars,  but  it  is  useless.  Five 
dollars  will  carry  you  on  to  Saturday 
evening.  After  that  you  will  want  no 
more."  ' 

'  The  Master  told  you  that  ?' 

Gilbert  observed  that  the  man's  look  was 
changed.  He  had  lost  something  from  his 
iron  face ;  the  look  that  nothing  could  move. 
His  eyes  were  restless  :  there  was  some  kind 
of  doubt — not  fear — in  them. 

'  You  wish  me  to  believe  in  these  super- 
stitions, I  suppose.  Well,  sir,  they  shall  not 
affect  me  in  the  least.  Perhaps  they  were  of 
your  own  devising  ?' 

'  No,  they  are  not  of  my  own  devising.' 

*  Have  you  got  any  little  message  of  the 
same  kind  for  me  ?' 

'  None,  I  assure  you.' 
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'  Then,  Mr.  Maryon,  we  will  proceed  to 
business.' 

'  As  you  please.' 

'  I  thought  at  first  that  we  might  use  one 
of  the  workshops.  There  is  no  one  at  work 
this  morning  :  they  are  all  wrangling  about 
something.  But  perhaps  it  is  better  to  have 
things  done  in  the  open.  I  know  a  place  up 
the  stream  a  little  way  where  we  shall  be  un- 
disturbed, and  where  you  will  be  able  to  lie 
undiscovered  for  ever.' 

'  I  follow  you.' 

Sir  Charles  rose  from  his  seat :  he  was 
going  to  put  his  foot  upon  the  flower-bed — 
his  sister's  grave  —  but  remembered,  and 
walked  round  it.  He  led  the  way  across  the 
lawn,  past  the  workshops,  to  the  stream. 
Then  he  turned  to  the  left,  where  there  was 
no  path,  but  a  narrow  level  way  over  grass 
up  the  bed  of  the  stream. 

Presently  he  turned  sharply.  '  Who  is 
that  with  you  ?' 
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'  There  is  no  one.' 

'  I  heard  footsteps  beside  you.' 

'  Perhaps  you  hear  the  footsteps  of  Death. 
We  have  invited  him.' 

Sir  Charles  turned  and  went  on  without 
reply.     Then  he  stopped. 

'  What  are  you  whispering  for  ?'  He 
turned  again. 

'  I  am  not  whispering.' 

'  There  is  someone  with  you  whispering.' 

'  I  hear  the  rustle  of  the  leaves  and  the 
babbling  of  the  water  over  the  stones. 
There  is  no  whisper.' 

'  Look  here  !  You  have  been  trying  to 
frighten  me  with  your  damned  messages ! 
You  have  set  on  that  girl  to  worry  me. 
You  think  at  the  last  moment  to  shake  my 
nerves  with  whispers  and  footsteps.' 

'  Have  it  as  you  please.  I  have  sent  you 
messages  from  your  sister.  Put  it  any  way 
you  please.' 

Sir  Charles  made  no  reply,  but  turned  and 
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continued  to  lead  the  way.  A  few  minutes 
brought  them  to  the  place  where  one  of 
them  might  lie  comfortably  undiscovered  for 
ever. 

It  was  the  same  place  where,  under  the 
disapproving  eyes  of  Sister  Phoebe,  Gilbert 
had  made  love  to  Cicely.  The  same  place, 
now  sacred  to  the  memory  of  Love  and  Life, 
soon,  perhaps,  to  be  sacred  to  the  memory  of 
Death  and  Murder.  There  rose  the  low  cliff 
—  a  rock  of  shade  and  shelter  ;  there  lay  the 
litde  green  level  between  rock  and  stream  : 
there  were  the  overhanging  wild  vines  :  and 
there  the  projecting  shelf  of  rock  about  four 
feet  high  and  so  many  broad  which  Gilbert 
remembered  :  it  would  make  a  table  fit  for 
the  Ordeal  by  Cards.  On  the  other  side  of 
the  stream  was  the  forest,  whose  solitudes 
were  never  disturbed  except  by  minx  and 
snake.  The  place  was  perfectly  silent  save 
for  the  sough  of  the  light  summer  breeze  in 
the  branches  and  the  babbling  of  the  brook. 
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It  was  a  place  sacred  to  Love  and  Life,  and 
these  men  were  going  to  desecrate  it  by 
calling  on  Death  to  pollute  it. 

'  Will  this  suit  you  ?'  Sir  Charles  asked. 

'  Perfectly.' 

Sir  Charles  seated  himself  on  one  corner 
of  the  rock  shelf.  This  again  gave  him  an 
advantage  over  his  adversary,  who  was 
standing.  One  who  stands  before  another 
who  sits  is  an  inferior  or  an  accused  person 
or  a  servant. 

'When  we  last  discussed  this  matter,'  he 
said,  '  I  mentioned  a  case  similar  to  our  own 
which  was  decided  by  a  game  of  cards.  It 
might  be  objected  that  the  man  who  won  had 
probably  prepared  the  cards  beforehand.  As 
he  understood  perfectly  how  to  prepare  a  pack 
of  cards,  it  is  very  possible  that  he  did  do  so. 
Few  would  blame  him.  Knowledge  is  power. 
But  I  propose,  since  we  two  are  going  to  end 
our  quarrel  in  the  same  manner,  that  there 
shall  be  no  possibility  of  preparing  the  cards 
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beforehand :    no   possibility  even    of  a   sus- 
picion.' 

'  I  accept.' 

'We  shall  play/br  the  revolver.  That  is 
understood.  The  stake  is  the  possession  of 
that  revolver  which  I  see  is  in  your  pocket. 
Take  it  out.  So.  Is  it  loaded  ?  Very  good. 
Lay  it  down  on  the  rock  between  us.  We 
will  have  the  stake  on  the  table.  You  may 
fully  trust  me,  sir.  On  this  occasion  I  will 
not  touch  the  revolver  or  play  you  false  in 
any  particular.  You  shall  be  treated  as  a 
gentleman  by — one  who  understands  what 
that  word  means.' 

Gilbert  obeyed.  He  had  no  distrust  of  the 
man,  who  seemed  to  have  become  a  man  of 
honour  once  more  :  perhaps  his  appearance 
in  the  garb  of  an  English  gentleman  helped 
him  to  this  comfortable  pretence. 

The  revolver,  then,  lay  between  them. 
They  stood  one  on  each  side  of  the  rock 
table.     Gilbert  listened  to  the  music  of  the 
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stream  over  the  stones,  and  saw  the  fish  dart- 
ing to  and  fro  in  the  shallows.  Over  his  head 
hung  the  fresh  green  leaves  and  the  branches 
of  the  wild  vine.  Perhaps  he  saw  these 
things  and  felt  the  warmth  of  the  air,  and 
the  splendour  of  the  sun,  and  heard  the  rustle 
of  the  trees  for  the  last  time.  Yet  he  was 
not  afraid.  He  was  neither  anxious  nor 
afraid.  And  as  for  the  other  man,  he  was 
like  one  who  prepares  to  sit  down  at  his  club 
to  play  at  whist  for  half-crown  points — as 
cool  and  as  undisturbed.  When  he  held  the 
cards  in  his  hand  his  eyes  lost  their  restless 
look  :  he  became  once  more  keen  and  cold 
and  self-possessed. 

'  You  have  brought  no  cards  with  you,  of 
course.  I  thought  not.  Here  is  a  new  and 
uncut  pack  —  which  I  found  in  my  port- 
manteau.' He  drew  the  pack  from  his 
pocket.  '  I  wish  you  to  examine  the  fasten- 
ings carefully,  in  order  to  satisfy  yourself  that 
it  is  a  new  and  unopened  pack.     It  is,  in  fact. 
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an  English  pack  which  has  been  lying  in  my 
portmanteau  for  two  years.  You  are  satisfied? 
Very  well.  Cut  the  string  yourself.'  He 
gave  his  adversary  the  pack.  '  Now — 
shuffle  the  cards  yourself  and  cut  them 
yourself;  I  do  not  suspect  you — in  fact,  you 
don't  know  how  to  shuffle — and  you  shall 
have  no  cause  for  suspicion  of  me.  So. 
Can  you  play  ecarte  ?' 

'  I  can.' 

'  I  probably  play  better  than  you,  but  I 
should  have  that  advantage  whatever  game 
was  proposed.  Ecarte  is  a  short,  quick  game 
— much  too  short  for  such  a  stake  as  ours. 
I  should  like  to  play  all  night  long  for  such  a 
noble  stake.  All  night  long — to  rise  at  six 
o'clock — the  winner.' 

'  To  make  it  longer,  we  will  play  for  two 
games  out  of  three.' 

'  Very  good.  Let  us  cut.  Your  deal, 
Mr.  Maryon  ;'  his  eyes  flashed  :  he  became 
suddenly  murderous  :   '  you  understand  quite 
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well — if  I  win,  it  is  my  intention  to  kill  you. 
I  shall  have  no  mercy  upon  you.  It  was  to 
kill  me  out  of  the  way  that  you  came  here. 
Very  good.  I  shall  kill  you  and  bury  you 
here  in  this  quiet  place,  where  no  one  will 
ever  look  for  you  or  find  you.  I  shall  kill 
you,  besides,  because  you  have  turned  me 
out  of  my  only  refuge :  because,  I  firmly 
believe,  you  have  brought  the  police  upon 
me.  And  because  you  have  endeavoured  to 
cover  all  up  with  hypocritical  pretences  about 
my  dead  sister.     You  quite  understand  ?' 

'  Perfectly.' 

Gilbert  dealt. 

Sir  Charles  took  up  his  hand,  and  marked 
the  king.  '  I  play.'  He  played  :  he  took 
every  trick.     The  next  deal  was  his  own. 

*  I  propose,'  said  Gilbert. 

'  No  ;'  and  marked  the  king  again. 

They  played  the  hand.  The  first  game, 
quickly  despatched,  went  to  Sir  Charles. 

They    began    the   second   game.      It    was 


THE  ORDEAL  BY  CARDS  183 

absurd.  Again — twice — Sir  Charles  marked 
the  king  and  took  every  trick.  Never  before, 
in  any  Ordeal  on  record,  by  cards,  by  fire,  by 
water,  was  Judgment  more  clearly  declared 
than  in  this.  The  second  game  was  his,  too. 
Two  games  out  of  three.  And  Gilbert  had 
lost. 

So  strong  was  his  faith  in  the  messages 
that,  even  at  that  moment  of  defeat,  he  felt  no 
fear. 

Sir  Charles  collected  and  put  up  the  cards 
in  their  wrapper  and  dropped  the  pack  in  his 
pocket,  without  the  least  hurry. 

*  We  were  playing,'  he  said  quietly,  '  for  the 
revolver.     It  is,  you  will  acknowledge,  mine.' 

'  It  is  yours,'  said  Gilbert. 

Sir  Charles  took  it  up  and  looked  at  it. 
'  A  pretty  thing,'  he  said  ;  '  I  know  the  make 
and  the  maker.  Now,  Mr.  Maryon.'  He 
was  sitting  on  the  rock  ;  Gilbert  was  stand- 
ing at  the  other  side.  Sir  Charles  raised  his 
arm   and    pointed   the   revolver.      Not   even 
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then  did  the  bitterness  of  death  assail  him  : 
the  words  of  the  message  rang  in  his  brain  : 
'  What  must  be  done  shall  be  done.'  And 
the  words  of  the  Master  :  '  Have  no  fear  : 
for  all  is  well.'  The  dark  circle  of  the 
pistol's  mouth  by  which  was  the  way  of  death 
had  no  terrors  for  him. 

Suddenly  the  hand  that  held  the  pistol 
dropped.  Sir  Charles  started,  looked  round, 
and  changed  colour  :  and  to  his  eyes  there  re- 
turned the  look  of  doubt  and  anxiety.  He  laid 
down  the  pistol.  Hestood  upand  looked  round 
again.  He  was  bareheaded  :  the  fingers  of 
his  right  hand  rested  on  the  rock  table,  those 
of  the  left  played  with  his  watch-chain.  Just 
so  he  had  stood  scores  of  times  in  the  House 
of  Commons  amid  a  hailstorm  of  cries  and 
questions.  Just  as  he  had  looked  then,  just 
as  austere,  save  for  that  look  of  perplexity, 
so  he  looked  now,  preparing  for  a  murder  in 
cold  blood. 

'  The    place    is    haunted,'    he   said.       '  By 
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what  trickery  did  you  knock  down  my  hand  ? 
Who  the  devil  have  you  brought  with  you  ?' 

'  I  have  brought  nobody.  As  for  the 
messages,  they  are  true  :  you  will  not  kill 
me.  This  evening,  Sir  Charles,  you  will 
meet  your  sister,  as  she  warned  you.  I  have 
only  to  say  that  I  did  not  bring  Lady  Osterley 
here  :  that  I  did  not  send  Annandale  over 
here  :  that  I  did  not  invent  any  message  :  that 
I  have  not  communicated  with  the  police.' 

Sir  Charles  made  no  reply  whatever.  He 
looked  as  if  he  had  not  heard.  He  took  up 
the  revolver  again  and  looked  at  it.  Was  he 
going  to  raise  the  weapon  once  more  ? 

'  What  must  be  done  shall  be  done — but 
not  by  your  hands,'  Again  the  words  went 
ringing  through  Gilbert's  brain. 

Sir  Charles  replaced  the  revolver  on  the 
table. 

'  Take  it  up,'  said  Gilbert. 

'  What  do  you  mean  ?' 

'Take  the  revolver.      It  is  yours.' 
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'Sir,'  said  Sir  Charles,  'we  played  a  fair 
game  for  life  ;  I  won.  You  have  nothing  to 
complain  of.  I  am  quite  justified  in  killing 
you.     It  has  been  a  fair  duel.' 

'  A  very  fair  duel.  We  played  for  the 
revolver,  and  I  lost.     It  is  yours.' 

'  Then  you  own  that  I  am  justified.'  He 
took  up  the  pistol. 

'  In  killing  yourself?     Quite.' 

'  No,  in  killing  you.' 

'  The  revolver  gives  you  the  choice.  You 
can  kill  either  yourself  or  me.' 

'  Why  should  I  kill  myself.-*' 

'  I  think  I  can  make  that  clear.' 

'  You  would  have  killed  me  if  you  had 
won,' 

'  I  should  not  have  been  permitted  to  do 
so.  You  won,  and  the  choice  was  not  even 
left  to  me.' 

'  If  you  think  to  save  your  life  by  pretence 
and  lies,  you  are  mistaken.' 

'  You  will  not  kill  me.' 
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Sir  Charles  sat  down  again.      '  Explain,  if 
you  please,'  he  said  coldly. 

'  Sir  Charles ' — Gilbert  spoke  solemnly  and 
slowly — 'in  the  whole  of  this  business  I  have 
been  led.  I  cannot  choose  but  believe  that 
I  have  been  led  from  the  very  beginning, 
and  that  by  the  dead  hand  of  your  sister 
Alice,  who  died  in  this  place  twenty  years 
ago.  She  has  led  me  through  her  daughter, 
and  through  her  old  friend  the  Master.  You 
may  scoff — but  this  is  not  a  moment  for 
scoffing.  She  has  warned  you.  Had  you 
shown  any  signs  of  repentance  she  would 
have  preserved  you.  There  were  no  such 
signs.  The  time  has  come  when  you  will  be 
permitted  to  work  no  more  evil.  I  did  not 
understand  at  first,  but  now  she  makes  me 
understand  every  step.' 

'  She  makes  you  understand  ?  Are  you 
mad  ?  You  are  all  gone  mad,  I  think,  about 
my  sister  Alice.' 

'  Consider,    Sir    Charles.       You    arc    in    a 
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position  of  deadly  peril :  you  are  a  notorious 
criminal — we  need  not  at  this  moment  explain. 
If  you  step  outside  this  place  you  will  be 
very  speedily  arrested.  Your  identification 
is  quite  certain,  because  you  cannot  disguise 
yourself:  once  arrested,  your  photograph 
will  be  taken  and  published  in  every  paper 
in  the  United  States,  so  great  is  the  interest 
taken  in  your  remarkable  career ' 

'  Pray  go  on,  sir.'  For  Gilbert  paused 
and  hesitated. 

'  Only  one  thing  is  wanting,  and  your 
photograph  will  inform  the  world  of  your  true 
name  and  your  true  career.  Imagine,  if  you 
can,  the  delight  of  the  Americans  at  having 
an  ex-Minister  of  the  British  Cabinet  in  such 
a  position.  Now  this  is  the  danger  which 
we  are  so  anxious  to  avert.  It  affects  the 
honour  and  the  happiness  of  those  at  home, 
who  are  still  in  ignorance  of  your  record — 
your  mother  and  sister  :  it  affects  the  whole 
future   of  your    son  :    it    affects    your    niece, 
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Cicely  Moulton.  The  danger  has  been 
provided  for,  but  not  by  us  :  it  exists,  in  fact, 
no  longer,  for  you  will  meet  your  sister  Alice 
this  evening.' 

Sir  Charles  stood  with  the  pistol  in  his 
hand  motionless  :  unmoved  externally. 

'  Was  it  accident,'  Gilbert  went  on,  '  I  ask 
you  to  consider,  that  brought  you  here  to  the 
house  where  your  sister  died  and  her  child 
has  lived  ?  Was  it  accident  that  brought  her 
here  ?  Was  it  accident  that  brought  your  wife 
here  ?  Was  it  accident  that  brought  Annan- 
dale — your  old  friend — here  to  discover  where 
you  were  hidden  ?  Was  it  accident  that 
determined  this  game  of  cards  ?  You  have 
the  revolver  :  you  know  what  use  to  make 
of  it.  If  you  use  it  rightly,  you  will  die 
under  a  false  name  ;  nobody  will  know  any- 
thing about  you  except  the  one  or  two  who 
are  certain  not  to  talk.  Is  that  accident  ? 
You  have  won  the  orame  and  the  revolver. 
If  you  use  it  wrongly,  you  will  most  certainly 
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be  arrested,  put  to  a  shameful  death,  and 
bring  shame  and  suffering  inconceivable 
upon  your  own  people.' 

Sir  Charles  stood  up  and  looked  round 
upon  the  sunshine  and  the  hills.  The  most 
dreadful  thing  in  Death,  said  the  Greek,  was 
to  lose  the  sunshine  and  the  light. 

*  I  believe  you  are  right,'  he  said.  '  You 
stand  for  my  wife  and  my  people.  They 
have  cause  for  complaint,  I  suppose.  For 
their  sake,  I  ought  not  to  face  the  publicity 
of  the  electric-machine.  Well,  sir,  you  have 
won.  I  don't  acknowledge  your  theory  of 
the  leading,  but — in  fact,  you  have  won.  I 
will  pay  this  debt  of  honour.  But  not  by 
daylight.  Let  it  be  at  night,  and  in  the 
place  that  I  shall  choose.' 

'  Good.  Let  it  be  where  you  please — but 
some  time  to-day.' 

*  You  mentioned  my  son — I  have  no 
desire,  certainly,  to  bring  upon  him  any  kind 
of — social  stigma — :I    hope  that   he    may  be 
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led  to  believe  in  the  outward  respectability 
of  his  father.  It  is  for  his  sake,  and  for  no 
other  reason,  that  I  accept  the  award,  and 
your  reading  of  the  oracle.'  He  dropped  the 
pistol  into  his  pocket.  '  The  revolver  is 
mine  ;  I  promise  you  to  discharge  this  debt 
in  the  course  of  the  day.' 

'  Can  I  trust  you  ?' 

'  I  don't  know  why  you  should.  If  you  do 
not — here  is  the  revolver ;'  he  took  it  from 
his  pocket  and  offered  it.  '  Settle  this  busi- 
ness at  once.' 

'  I  do  trust  you,  Sir  Charles.' 

'  About  my  sister  Alice,'  he  spoke  with  a 
strange  hesitation  ;  '  if  it  is  really  possible — I 
may  learn  the  truth  this  evening — if  she  has 
brought  about  this  termination — she  would 
naturally  be  prejudiced  against  my  way  of 
life.  .  .  .  She  was  always  proud  of  the 
family  name — she  may  have  designed  this 
chain  of  accidents.  .  .  .  The  family  name — ■ 
there  was  never  a  madman  in  it  before.    Well, 
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I  will  actually  leave  it  uninjured — after  all.' 
His  manner  was  changed  :  his  eyes  lost  their 
hardness,  and  his  very  voice  became  soft. 
Yet  he  preserved  his  pride  of  carriage. 

'  And  how  shall  I  learn ?' 

*  I  think  that  if  you  happen  to  be  on  the 
Quay  of  Aldermanbury  at  about  eleven  this 
evening,  or  perhaps  at  midnight — I  have  a 
few  dollars  to  get  rid  of  first — you  will  have 
an  opportunity  of  proving  my  trustworthi- 
ness. And  now,  sir,  we  have  said  enough.' 
He  assumed  once  more  the  manner  of  a 
Cabinet  Minister  granting  an  audience. 

'May  I  bear  any  message  to  Lady  Osterley  ?' 

'  None,  sir,  I  thank  you.'  He  bowed  and 
gently  waved  his  hand. 

Gilbert,  unable  to  meet  his  manner  with 
corresponding  dignity,  bowed  in  his  turn  and 
walked  away.  At  the  next  bend  of  the  river, 
he  looked  round.  The  man  was  playing 
some  game,  or  practising  some  trick,  with 
the  cards  upon  the  shelf  of  rock. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

FREEDOM. 

Gilbert  returned  slowly  to  the  House,  where 
his  carriage  waited  for  him.  Not  then.  Not 
till  many  days  afterwards  ;  not  till  something 
of  the  strength  and  reality  in  the  message 
had  died  away  in  his  heart,  did  he  realize 
the  danger  he  had  run  in  losing  that  game. 
His  mind  for  the  moment  was  filled  with  a 
kind  of  awe  and  of  pity  for  the  austere  man 
whose  outward  show  of  pride  rose  higher 
as  his  life  grew  more  shameful.  That  the 
man  would  die  he  was  perfectly  certain  ; 
but  why  should  he  wait  until  the  evening  ? 
And  why  should  he  appoint  the  Quay  of 
VOL.  in.  43 
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Aldermanbury  for  the  verification  of  his 
promise  ? 

As  he  passed  the  door  of  the  Hall  he  could 
hear  the  noise  of  the  quarrelling  community, 
but  he  was  in  no  mood  to  interest  himself 
further  in  their  wrangle.  He  drove  straight 
back  to  the  city.  Everything  that  day 
stood  out  in  contrast.  On  the  one  side 
stood  Death  about  to  strike  his  victim,  a  tall 
pale  man,  proud  and  stern  of  face,  who  stood 
with  folded  hands  and  waited  with  no  sign  of 
fear.  On  the  other  side  were  the  brethren 
and  sisters  of  the  monastery  wrangling  like 
ordinary  mortals  of  the  lower  class,  and  show- 
ing the  failure  of  Meditation,  since,  after  all 
these  years,  it  had  left  them  all  on  so  low  a 
level.  On  the  other  side,  too,  he  remembered 
the  peace  and  rest  and  confidence  in  Cicely's 
eyes.  He  could  not  bear  to  look  at  them  for 
thinking  of  the  awful  end  awaiting  the  man 
to  whom  she  had  taken  that  message. 

'  What    is   the   matter  with   you,  Gilbert  .'*' 
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asked  Lady  Osterley.     '  And  why  cannot  you 
sit  still  ?' 

'  I  suppose  it  is  the  great  heat  of  the  day.' 

'  It  is  always  hot  here — I  think  I  like  the 
heat — and  it  certainly  suits  the  boy.  Cicely 
was  telling  me  about  the  House,  Gilbert,  and 
about  your  first  coming  to  it,  only  a  few 
weeks  ago.' 

'Five  weeks,'  said  Cicely — 'five  weeks 
to-day.' 

She  appeared  to  remember  nothing  about 
the  message  and  the  long  and  lonely  walk  of 
last  nlofht. 

'  Only  five  weeks  ago  ?'  Gilbert  took  her 
hand.  '  And  so  much  has  happened  to  this 
dear  child  since  then.  The  world  was  Out- 
side then — a  terrible,  wicked,  deadly  world. 
The  day  was  divided  into  portions  like  a 
Benedictine  Monastery  —  only  one  day 
exacdy  like  another.  Fatigue  and  Repose  : 
Meditation  and  Elevation  :  Restoration  and 
Retirement.      Then   there   was   the  dancino-. 
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You  have  seen  her  dance,  Dorabyn,  but  only 
once.  I  have  seen  her  every  evening,  and  I 
never  got  tired  of  it.' 

Cicely  blushed.  '  I  must  never  dance 
again,'  she  said,  *  because  I  am  not  to 
meditate  any  more.  I  began  when  I  was 
quite  a  little  girl.  I  danced  because  no  one 
could  see  me — they  were  all  in  Meditation:  and 
so — somehow — it  helped  me  to  fall  into  Medi- 
tation.    So  I  kept  on — and  Gilbert  saw  me.' 

'  I  should  like  to  see  you  again,'  said  Lady 
Osterley.  '  You  will  dance  often  to  us — 
won't  you  ?' 

^  No — I  should  be  ashamed.' 

'We  have  got  a  great  deal  to  teach  her, 
Dorabyn.  We  must  teach  her  not  to  be 
ashamed  of  doing  clever  and  graceful  things. 
Dear  me.  Cicely,  when  we  go  home — which 
will  be  next  week ' 

Lady  Osterley  looked  up.  It  was  the 
second  time  that  Gilbert  had  uttered  that 
prediction. 
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'  Next  week,'  he  repeated,  looking  in  her 
face.  She  saw  something  written  on  his 
face  ;  she  turned  pale,  and  trembled. 

Then  she  sprang  to  her  feet.  '  Come  with 
me,  Gilbert,'  she  said,  and  led  the  way  into 
the  inner  room.  'Now' — she  turned  upon 
him  almost  fiercely — '  what  do  you  mean  by 
saying-  that  we  may  go  home  next  week  ?' 

'  I  mean  that  you  may  leave  this  place 
to-morrow  :  that  you  may  leave  New  York 
by  the  first  boat  that  sails  :  that  you  may  go 
home,  to  your  own  country  house,  and  see 
once  more  your  friends  and  —  yes — your 
husband's  friends  as  well.' 

'  Tell  me  more.' 

'  I  will  tell  you  all — this  evening.' 

'  Oh  !  this  evening — not  till  then  ?  This 
evening.  There  are  hours  to  get  through. 
Gilbert — there  is  but  one  way.  Oh  !  tell  me 
— how  i^ — how  ?  God  forgive  me  for  desiring 
his  death,  but  it  is  the  only  way.' 

'  It  is  the  only  way.     Therefore ' 
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'  Not  by  your  hands,  Gilbert !'  She  caught 
those  hands,  and  whispered  :  '  No — no  !  Not 
by  your  hands!   Anything — anythingbut  that!' 

'  No — not  by  my  hands.  Dorabyn,  if  you 
have  ever  doubted  that  the  spirit  of  a  good 
woman  may  protect  and  guide  those  whom 
she  loves,  doubt  it  no  longer.' 

*  You  mean  Cicely's  mother  ?' 

'  Yes,  I  seem  to  understand  it  all  so  well. 
It  was  Alice  who  led  her  brother  to  the 
House — it  was  the  only  place  in  the  whole 
habitable  globe  where  he  could  be  safe  from 
the  hands  of  Justice.  Once  arrested,  his  por- 
trait would  have  been  taken  and  sent  to  all 
the  papers  :  he  would  have  been  recognised  : 
all  the  world  would  have  known  the  truth  :  and 
your  boy,  Dorabyn — Alice's  nephew — would 
have  had  a  life-long  disgrace  to  bear.  I  say 
that  she  led  her  brother  to  this  place  where 
her  only  daughter  was  living  :  she  led  me 
after  him  :  she  sent  him  a  message  urging 
him  even  at  this  late  moment  to  change  his 
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manner  of  life  :  she  sent  me  a  message 
ordering  me  to  put  off  my  purpose  for  five 
weeks  :  she  brought  you  here  so  that  you 
might  see  him  once  more,  and  might  offer 
him  the  means  of  living  in  honesty.  She 
even  brought  Annandale  here,  so  that  he 
might  tell  the  world  that  he  saw  him,  that 
he  was  quite  mad,  and  that  I  was  watching 
him  for  you.  Mind,  the  whole  thing  is  com- 
plete :  the  case  hangs  together  perfectly. 
Two  more  messages  were  sent  :  one  to  me 
— namely,  that  what  had  to  be  done  should 
be  done,  but  not  by  my  hands  :  and  one  to 
him — the  last  message — it  was  delivered  to 
him  by  Cicely  last  night  at  midnight ' 

'  Why,  I  saw  her  in  bed  at  ten.' 

'  At  midnight :  she  must  have  got  up  and 
walked  all  the  way  there  and  back  :  a  lonely 
walk  for  a  '^irl :  eiMit  miles  :  but  she  was 
protected  by  her  mother.' 

'  What  was  the  message  ?' 

'  She   must  have   been  in   trance  of  some 
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kind.  The  message  was  very  serious.  It 
was  a  warning  that  he  would  meet  his  sister 
next  day — this  day.' 

'  How  did  he  take  it  ?' 

'  At  first  he  received  it  in  his  cold  and 
superior  way — you  have  seen  him.  It  was 
part  of  my  conspiracy  against  him  :  it  was  I 
who  had  brought  about  his  expulsion  :  it  was 
I  who  was  bringing  the  police  upon  him. 
We  played ' 

'  You  played  ?' 

'  Life  for  life — with  a  pack  of  cards, 
Dorabyn,  but  I  knew  very  well  what  would 
be  the  result  if  we  played — and  I  won — that 
is  to  say,  I  lost  the  game,  and  he  won — the 
revolver.' 

'Well?' 

'  Then  I  told  him,  as  solemnly  as  I  could, 
how  the  spirit  of  his  sister  had  been  working 
for  him — to  save  him  and  his  family  from 
disgrace.  He  broke  down — so  far  as  such  a 
man  can  break  down.     He  even  spoke  of  the 
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family  name.  He  is,  so  far,  broken,  Dorabyn. 
He  will  save  the  name — and  the  boy — from 
disgrace.  And  oh  !' — the  tears  crowded  into 
his  eyes — '  the  shame  and  the  pity  of  it !  Yet 
he  will  keep  his  word — I  am  sure  of  it — I  know 
it — he  will  meet  his  sister  this  evening,' 

'  You  left  him  to  take  his  own  life  ?  Oh  ! 
it  is  horrible  ;  and  yet — yet ' 

'  He  will  take  his  own  life  with  his  own 
hand.  Of  that  you  may  rest  perfectly 
assured,  Dorabyn.  This  evening  you  will 
be  free,  and  your  son  will  be  safe,  and  your 
husband's  name  and  fame  and  honour  will 
remain  unblemished  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.' 

'  Tell  me  no  more,  Gilbert.  Leave  me 
alone  to  think.  I  must  find  some  pity  for 
him,  if  I  can.  Oh,  if  it  is  in  very  truth  the 
last  day  of  this  man's  life,  I  must  try  to 
remember  that  once  I  respected  him — once, 
for  a  brief  week,  I  even  thought  I  loved  him. 
Leave  me,  Gilbert  ;  take  Cicely  somewhere 
—  I    want    to    be    alone    all    day.       I    must 
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pray  for  him — and  for  myself — and  for  my 
boy.' 

Her  eyes  were  full  of  tears  :  her  lips  were 
trembling.  Gilbert  left  her  to  her  prayers, 
and  softly  closed  the  door. 

There  was  a  boat  which  called  at  Alder- 
manbury  about  one  o'clock.  Gilbert  found 
that  he  could  go  down  the  river  for  three  or 
four  hours  ;  land  at  a  certain  place  forty  miles 
down,  and  return  by  train.  He  took  Cicely 
with  him,  and  widened  Outside  for  her,  thus  be- 
guiling for  himself  the  weary  hours  of  waiting. 

There  were  no  more  messages  :  Cicely 
looked  for  none :  the  final  message  had  come : 
she  knew  that  she  must  desire  no  more  con- 
verse with  her  mother  until  another  change  : 
but  she  had  begun  to  live  in  this  world  :  the 
next  had  already  lost  some  of  its  attractions  : 
already  the  House  was  left  behind,  soon  to 
be  forgotten  in  new  interests  and  with  new 
friends,  and  there  was  something  new  to 
learn  ;    something     new    to     observe,    every 
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moment.  She  was  like  one  who  runs  about 
on  a  newly-discovered  island. 

They  steamed  down  the  noble  river  :  they 
heard  the  echoes  in  the  mountains  where  Rip 
Van  Winkle  played  at  bowls  ;  they  marked 
the  cliffs  and  rocks  and  the  hano-ingr  woods  : 
an  impertinent  band  played  a  selection  from 
Offenbach's  operas  ;  but  even  that  did  not 
spoil  the  woods  and  mountains,  and  the  broad 
breadth  of  river  :  they  sat  under  the  awning 
and  looked  out  upon  the  sunny  hills  :  and 
with  the  bright  and  eager  girl  to  ask  questions 
continually,  Gilbert  almost  forgot  the  Ordeal 
of  the  morning  and  the  dreadful  purpose  of 
the  winner. 

It  was  ten  o'clock  when  they  reached  the 
station  on  their  return.  Gilbert  took  Cicely 
back  to  the  hotel,  where  the  Master  sat  in 
the  corner  in  his  usual  attitude — feet  out, 
hands  folded — head  back — in  his  customary 
meditation.  Annandale  was  looking  on  in  a 
kind  of  stupor. 
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*  Look  here,'  he  whispered.  '  He  just  sat 
down — put  out  his  feet,  and  went  off — like  that. 
Thank  God  you  have  come  back,  Gilbert ! 
What  are  we  to  do  ?  Lady  Osterley  is  in 
her  own  room  with  a  headache.  Shall  I  run 
for  a  doctor  ?' 

'No — no — do  nothing.  He  goes  off  like 
this  every  evening.  Its  the  regular  thing 
with  him.  Talk  as  loud  as  you  like,  Annan- 
dale,  he  won't  hear.  It  is  a  strange  custom, 
but  it  is  the  custom  of  his  Fraternity.' 

'It  looks  creepy.  Does  he  say  things? 
It  would  be  like  a  voice  from  the  Tombs.' 

'  We  can  leave  him  in  charge  of  Cicely. 
You  know  the  Master's  ways,  don't  you, 
Cicely  ?  As  for  you  and  me,  Annandale,  we 
will  just  go  out  and  have  a  cigar  on  the  Quay. 
The  air  from  the  river  will  be  fresher  than  in 
the  street — come.' 

They  went  out  :  it  is  not  far  from  the 
hotel  to  the  Quay  :  two  steamers  lay  along- 
side :  the  Quay  was  deserted  save  for  two  or 
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three  low  saloons,  of  which  we  have  already 
heard.  There  the  lights  were  brilliant,  and 
there  the  noise  of  voices  showed  that  life, 
even  on  so  hot  a  night,  still  has  an  animated 
side. 

'  They  are  gambling,'  said  Annandale,  look- 
ing into  one.  '  Faugh  !  what  an  intolerable 
stink  of  bad  whisky  and  bad  gas  !  I  wonder 
what  they  are  playing.  Why,  Gilbert — see  ! 
see  ! — there  is  Sir  Charles  Osterley — the  man 
you  have  been  looking  after !  Sir  Charles 
himself!  Oh,  he  must  be  awfully  mad! 
How  did  you  come  to  leave  him  ?' 

Gilbert  looked  in. 

'  Yes — it  is  Sir  Charles.'  In  fact,  the  loser 
of  the  game  was  playing  with  eagerness  at  a 
dirty  table  among  three  or  four  common  men. 
'  I  suppose  they  let  him  out.  I  was  not  his 
keeper,  you  know.  I  agree  with  you.  He 
must  be  very  mad  indeed  to  come  to  such  a 
place  as  this.' 

'  I  thought  he  was  religious  mad.     There 
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isn't  much  religion  in  this.  Sir  Charles 
Osterley,  of  all  men,  to  be  found  in  such  a 
den!     Why,  the  fellows  look  like  stokers.' 

'  We  had  best  not  interfere,  Annandale.  I 
suppose  that  he  fancies  himself  someone  else. 
Come  ;  he  will  be  looked  after,  and  it  would 
be  best  for  him  not  to  see  us.' 

He  drew  Annandale  away,  and  they  re- 
sumed their  walk  up  and  down  the  Quay. 

'  I  can  think  of  nothing  else,'  said  Annan- 
dale. '  That  poor  madman  !  I  found  him 
by  accident.  Of  course  I  told  Lady  Osterley 
that  I  had  discovered  her  secret.  That  ex- 
plained everything :  your  presence  here — 
you  and  your  confounded  strawberries  ;  his 
presence  here  ;  her  coming  here — I  thought 
it  was  to  see  you — and,  of  course,  she  knew 

all  along  ;  her  silence  about  him Why, 

his  own  mother  hasn't  been  told.  And  now 
to  find  him,  after  he'd  been  religious  mad,  in 
a  low  class  gambling  den  like  this!  It's 
wonderful,  Gilbert.' 
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*Yes,'  said  Gilbert  sadly.  'Some  things 
are  too  wonderful  to  be  believed  at  all.' 

'  All  the  same,  you're  a  good  fellow  to  look 
after  him.  What  are  you  ofoine  to  do  with 
him  .^     Leave  him  .^ — stay  with  him  T 

'  I  fear  he  cannot  be  left.  We  must  wait — 
something  may  happen — he  may  recover — he 
may ' 

He  stopped,  because  just  then,  as  the  clock 
began  to  strike  eleven,  two  shots  in  rapid 
succession  struck  upon  his  ear. 

'  What  is  that  ?'  asked  Annandale.  '  The 
shots  came  from  that  place.' 

The  voices,  which  had  been  very  noisy, 
quieted  for  a  moment  ;  then  they  began  all 
over  arain. 

Tramp — tramp  came  the  footsteps  of  men 
bearing  something  ;  they  came  out  of  the 
saloon  in  the  dark  night,  they  laid  their 
burden  on  the  stones  of  the  street,  the  face 
covered  with  a  handkerchief 

'  He's    dead,'    said    one    of    the    bearers. 
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'  He'd  lost  all  his  money,  every  dollar,  and 
he  jest  stood  up  and  blew  out  his  brains 
before  anyone  could  say  anything.  He's 
quite  dead.' 

Gilbert  stooped  and  lifted  the  handker- 
chief. Then  with  a  shudder  he  placed  it 
back.  The  man's  eyes  were  wide  open,  and 
they  seemed  to  say,  '  I  have  kept  my 
promise.' 

And  once  more  the  words  of  the  message 
ranCT  throuo-h  Gilbert's  brain  : 

*  That  which  must  be  done  shall  be  done — 
but  not  by  your  hands.' 

*  Come,'  he  said,  '  we  can  do  nothing.  The 
body  will  be  looked  after.  Come  home,  I 
will  tell  Lady  Osterley.  And — Annandale — 
not  a  word  to  Cicely.  She  need  not  be 
alarmed.' 

'  Shall  we  tell  these  people  who  he  is  ?' 
'  By  no  means — why  should  we  parade  the 
fact  that  Sir  Charles  Osterley  blew  out  his 
brains  in  a  vile  gambling  den  ?     We  must  not 
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proclaim  abroad  that  this  suicide  was  once  an 
EngHsh  statesman.  This  must  be  our  secret, 
Annandale.  Mad,  you  know  he  was — and  in 
the  House  of  Cranks.  All  the  world  may 
know  that.  But  not  the  place  or  the  manner 
of  his  end.  Let  us  keep  that  secret,  for  the 
sake  of  Dorabyn,  to  ourselves,  Annandale.' 

They  went  back  to  the  hotel.  '  I  am 
best  out  of  the  way,  Gilbert.  I  shall  go  to 
my  own  room,'  said  Annandale.  'Come 
presently,  and  we  will  talk.' 

'  Ask  Dorabyn  if  I  may  speak  to  her. 
Cicely.' 

The  Master  was  still  in  Meditation.  Cicely 
was  sitting  in  the  dark,  waiting  in  her  patient 
way.  She  had  not  yet  acquired  the  Out- 
side habit  of  always  doing  something — read- 
ing for  instance — and  I  think  she  never  will. 
The  habit  of  Meditation  will  always  remain 
with  her  in  a  milder  form. 

'  Stay,  Cicely — one  moment.  Have  you 
any  more  messages  for  me  .'*' 
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*  Nothing,  Gilbert.  My  mother  has  left 
off  talking  to  me.  She  leaves  me  to  you — 
oh  !  Gilbert — to  you  !' 

He  kissed  her  solemnly. 

'  Your  mother  has  spoken  again  to-day, 
dear.  She  has  spoken  to  me  directly  :  she 
has  guided  me  through  a  great  and  terrible 
danger.     Now  I  must  go  to  Dorabyn.' 

She  received  him  in  the  dark.  It  was 
best  that  such  a  message  should  be  received 
in  the  dark. 

'  Tell  me — tell  me,  Gilbert.' 

'  He  is  dead,  Dorabyn.' 

'How?' 

'  By  his  own  hand.  He  died  where  he 
mostly  loved  to  live — -in  a  gambling  den.' 

*  Is  it  known  who  he  was  ?' 

'  Annandale  saw  him — I  thought  it  well 
that  Annandale,  who  saw  him  alive,  should 
know  that  he  is  dead.  Annandale  is  per- 
suaded that  he  was  mad.  Now  you  can  go 
home,  Dorabyn.  You  can  write  to  his  people, 
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truthfully,  that  he  disappeared  —  truthfully, 
that  you  went  in  search  of  him — truthfully, 
that  he  was  found  by  me  in  a  religious  com- 
munity— truthfully,  that  he  broke  out,  ap- 
parently, in  a  new  place,  and  that  he  killed 
himself — if  they  want  to  know  more — in  a 
gambling  den.  It  is  a  tale  of  madness,  no 
worse.  For  the  general  world  it  will  be 
enough  to  announce  that  Sir  Charles  Osterley 
died  at  Aldermanbury,  New  York  State,  on 
such  and  such  a  day.' 

'  Yes — yes — I  shall  understand  better,  per- 
haps, in  a  little  while.' 

'  Meantime,  Dorabyn — at  last — you  are 
free !' 


THE    END. 
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Letters  on  Natural  Magic.    With  numerous  Illustrations. 

Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronomy    as   a   Fine    Art^      Translated  by 

R.  E.  ANUERSON.  M.A.     Post  8yo.  half-bound,  is. 

Brydges    (Harold).— Uncle  Sam  at  HoTnei     With  giTllustrationsi 

Tost  8%'0,  Ulusttated  boajds.  af. ;  doth  limp,  %s.  bd. 
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Buchanan  (Robert),  Novels,  &c.,  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6J.  eacli ;  pes   Kvo,  illustrated  boards,  2^.  each. 


Tho  Shadovr  of  the  Sword. 

A  Child  of  Nature.     With  Frontispiece. 

God  and  the  Man.  With  11  Illustrations  by 

I-KHr>.  Baknard. 
The   Martyrdom    of    Madeline.     With 

Frontispiece  by  A.  W.  COOPER. 


Love  Me  for  Ever.    With  Frontispiece. 
Annan  Water.        |   Foxglove  Manori 
The  New  Abelard. 

Matt :  A  Story  of  a  Caravan.  With  Frontispiece. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine.  With  Frontispiece. 
The  HelF  of  Llnne.  1  Woman  and  the  Mana 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  5rf.  each. 
Red  and  White  Heather.  |        Rachel  Dene. 

Lady  Kllpatrick.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  ewtra,  6s. 

The  Wandering  Jew :  a  Christmas  Carol.     Crowa  8vo,  cloth,  &s. 

The  Charlatan.  By  Robhrt  Buchanan  and  Henry  Murray,    WithaFrontkpIecebyT.  H. 

ROBIMSON.     Crown  8r»,  cloth,  31.  6i. 

Burton  (Richard  F.).— The  Book  of  the  Sword.     With  over  400 

Illustrations.     Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  32J. 

Burton  (Robert). — The  Anatomy  of  Melancholy.     With  Transla- 
tions of  the  Quotations.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7^-.  6,/. 
Melancholy  Anatomised :  An  Abridgment  of  Burton's  Anatomy.    Post  8vo,  half-bd.,  is.  6d. 

Caine  (T.  Hall),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each.; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  2S.  bit  each. 
The  Shado-w  of  a  Crime.   |        A  Son  of  Hagar.  |       The  Deemster. 

Also  a  LIBR.\RY  Hditid.n'  of  The  Deemster,  set  in  now  type,  crown  8vo,  cloth  decorated,  63. 

Cameron  (Commander  V.  Lovett).— The  Cruise  of  the  'Black 

Prince'  Privateer.     Post  Svo,  picture  boards,  2J. 

Cameron  (Mrs.  H.  Lovett),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.  zs.  ea. 

Juliet's  Guardian.  |         Deceivers  Ever. 

Carlyle  (Jane  Welsh),  Life  of.     By  Mrs,  Alexander  Ireland.    With 

Portrait  and  Facsimile  Letter.    Small  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  "js,  6d. 

Carlyle  (Thomas).— On  the  Choice  of  Books.     Post  Svo,  cl.,  is.  6d. 

Correspondence  of   Thomas    Carlyle    and  R.  Vf.  Emerson,  1834-1872.     Edited  by 

C.  E.  NORION.     'With  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  z^s. 

Carruth  (Hayden). — The  Adventures  of  Jones.    With  17  lUustra- 

tions.    Fcap.  8vo,  cloth,  2S. 

Chambers  (Robert  W.),  Stories  of  Paris  Life  by.    Long  fcap.  Svo, 

cloth,  2j.  6^.  each. 

The  King  In  Yellow. |        In  the  Quarter. 

Chapman's  (George),  Works.    Vol.  I.,  Plays  Complete,  including  the 

Doubtful  Ones.— Vol.  II..  Poems  and  Minor  Translations,  with   Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE.— VoU 
III.,  Translations  of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey.     Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s.  each. 

Chappie  (J.  Mitchell). — The  Minor  Chord:  The  Story  of  a  Prima 

Donna.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  td. 

Chatto  (W.  A.)  and  J.  Jackson.— A  Treatise  on  Wood  Engraving:, 

Historical  and  Practical.     With  Chapter  by  H.  G.  BOHN,  and  450  fine  Illusts.    Large  4to,  half-leather.  iZs. 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden  Key.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  Haweis.  With 

8  Coloured  Plates  and  30  Woodcuts.    Crown  4to.  cloth  extra.  3J.  td. 
Chaucer  for  Schools.    By  Mrs.  H.  R.  H.4\veis.    Demy  8vo,  cloth  'xmp,  is.  td. 

Chess,  The  Laws  and  Practice  of.     With  an  Analysis  of  the  Open- 

in^s.    By  Howard  Staunton.    Edited  by  R.  B.  M'ORMALD.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  5J-. 

The  Minor  Tactics  of  Chess  ;  A  Treatise  on  the  Deployment  of  the  Forces  in  obedience  to  Stra- 
tegic Principle.     By  F.  K.  VOUNG  and  E.  C.  HowELL.     Long  fcap.  8v»,  cloth,  ts.  6d. 

The  Hastings  Chess  Tournament.     Containing  the  Authorised   Account  of  the  230  Games 

plaved  Aug.-Sept..  1895.     With   Annotations  by  PiLLSBURY,  LASKER,  Tarrasch.  STEINITZ, 

SCHIFFERS,    TEICHMANN,  BARDELEBEN,    BLACKBURNE,  GUNSBER&,  TiNSLEY,   MASO.N',  and 

Albi.V;  Biographical  Sketches  of  the  Chess  Masters,  ana  22  Portraits.    Edited  by  H.  F.CHESHIRE. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth,  7J.  6d. 

Clare  (Austin).— For  the  Love  of  a  Lass.     Post  Svo,  2s.  ;  cl.,2s.  6d. 
Clive  (Mrs.  Archer),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  25.  each; 

Paul  FerroU,  i         Why  Paul  FerroU  KUled  his  Wife. 
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Clodd  (Edward,  F.R.A.S.).— Myths  and  Dreamg.     Cr.  8vo,  35.  6i. 
Cobban  (J.  Maclaren),  Novels  by. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.    Post  Svo,  llUislrated  boanls,  si'.  ,,         , 

The  Red  Sultan.    Crown  8vo,  clotli  extra.  3^.  6rf.  ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  at. 
The  Burden  of  Isabel.    Crown  8vo,  clotli  extra,  jr.  6<if. 

Coleman  (John),  Books  by. 

Players  and  Playwrights  1  have  Known.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  cloth,  24J. 

Curly:  A  Story  of  tlie  Stajje.    Wiih  lUiistraticns.     Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Coleridge  (M.  E.).— The  SeveiTsieepers  of  Ephesus.    Cloth,  15.  6d. 
C^lins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar  Sinister.     Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Collins  (John  Churton,  M.A.),  Boolcs  by. 

Illustrations  of  Tennyson.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

Jonathan  Switt :  A  liio-jraphical  and  Critical  .Study.     Crown  8vo.  clot.li.extra,  8s. 

Collins  (Mortimer  and  Frances),  Novels  by. 

Crowji  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jx.  6<i.  each ;  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  ar.  each. 
From  ntld  night  to  midnight.  I         Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 

Transmigration.  1       You  Play  me  False.       |        The  Village  Comedyt 

Post  8vo,  il!iistr.Ated  boards,  2S.  each. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  I     A  Fight  with  Fortune.  |    Sweet  and  Twenty.     I   Francea 

Collins  (Wilkie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jf.  6cf.  each  :  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each ;  cloth  limp,  aj.  6d,  each. 
Antonina.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  JOHM  GII.BHRT,  R.A. 
Basil.    Illustrated  bv  Sir  JOHN'  GILBERT,  R.A.,  and  J.  MAHONEV. 
Hide  and  Seek.    Illustrated  by  Sir  JOH.v  Gilbert,  R.A.,  and  J.  Mahovey. 
After  Dark.    Wiih  Illustrations  by  A.  B.  HOUGHTO.V.  |         The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Daad  Secret.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  JOH.V  GILBERT,  R..\. 
Queen  of  Hearts.    V.'ith  a  Frontispiece  by  Sir  John  GILBERT.  R..\. 

The  Woman  in  'White.    With  Illustrations  by  Sir  lOH.N  GILBERT,  R.A.,  and  F.  A.  Fraser, 
No  Name.    With  Illustrations  by  Sir  J.  E.  MiLLAIS.  R..\..  and  A.  W.  COOPER. 
My  Miscellanies.    With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait  of  WiLKIE  COLLINS. 
Armadale,    \\ith  Illustrations  by  G.  H.  Thomas. 

The  Moonstone.    With  Illustrations  by  G.  Du  MAURIER  and  F.  A.  FRASER. 
Man  and  Wife.    With  Illustrations  by  William  Small. 
Poor  Miss  Finch.    Illustrated  by  G.  DU  Maurier  and  Edward  HUGHES. 
Miss  or  Mrs.?   With  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  FlLDES,  R.A.,  and  He.vRY  Woods.  A. R.A. 
The  New  Magdalen.    Illustrated  by  G.  DU  MAURIER  and  C.  S.  Reinhardt. 
The  Frozen  Deep.     Illustrated  by  G.  DU  MAURIER  and  J.  Mahoney. 
The  Law  and  the  L,ady.    With  Illustrations  by  S.  L.  FiLDES,  R.A.,  and  SYDNEY  HALL. 
The  Haunted  Hotel.    With  Illustrations  by  Arthur  Hopkins. 

The  Fallen  Leaves.  I        Heart  and  Science.  I        The  Evil  Genius. 

Jezebels  Daughter.  'I  Say  No.'  Little  Novels.    Irontis. 

The  Black  Robe.  |        A  Rogue's  Life.  I        The  Legacy  of  Cain. 

Blind  IiOYe.    With  a  Preface  by  Sir  Walter  Besant,  and  Illustrations  by  A.  Fokestier. 

Popular  EDHTONS.    Medium  8vo,  6<f.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  each. 
The  Woman  In  White.  I         The  Moonstone. 

The  Woman  In  White  and  Tide  Moonstone  in  One  Volume,  mpdiuin  8vo,  cloth,  ar. 


Colman's  (George)   Humorous  Works:  'Broad  Grins,' 'My  Night- 

gown  and  Slippers,'  ire.     With  Life  and  Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6J. 

Colquhoun  (M.  J.).— Every  inch  a  Soldier.  Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Colt-breaking,  Hints  on.  By  W.  M.  Hutchison.  Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  y,  td. 
Convalescent  Cookery.  By  Catherine  Ryan.  Cr.  8vo,  15, ;  cl.,  15.  6d. 
Conway  (Moncure  D.),  Works  by. 

Demonology  and  Devil-Lore.    With  6^  Illustrations.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  iSr. 
George  Washington's  Rules  of  Civility.    Fcap.  8vo,  Japanese  vellum,  -is.  M. 


Cook  (Dutton),  Novels  by. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.    Crow  n  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6J. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ss, 

Leo.     Post  S\  o,  illustrated  boards,  is. 


Cooper  (Edward  H.).— Geoffory  Hamilton.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
CornwalT.— Popular  Romances  of  the  West  of  England;  or,  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions  of  OU  Cornwall.     Collected  by  ROBERT  HUNT,  F.K.S.      With 
two  Steel  Plates  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.    Crown  Evo,  cloth,  ^s.  (>d. 

Cotes  (V.  Cecil).— Two  Girls  on  a  Barge.     With  44  Illustrations  by 

F.  II.  TOWNSEND.    I'ost  8vo,  cloth,  rs.  M. 
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Craddock  (C.  Egbert),  Stories  by.  „  .  ,.u    . 

The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smohy  Mountains.    Post  8vo,  Ulustratcd  boards,  zs. 
His  Vanished  Star.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  e\trn.  y.  6c/. 


Cram    (Ralph  Adams).— Black  Spirits  and  White.     Fcap.  8vo, 

cloth   IS.  6d. __________^ ___^_^— ^-^_^— — 

Romances  of  the  Old  Sesaglio.  *With  s8  lUustrations  by  S.  L.  WOOD.  Crown  8vo.  doth,  3*.  6* 

Tales  of  the  Caliph.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  zr. 

The  Nazarenes:  A  Drania.    Crown  8vo,  u. . 

Crim  (Matt.).— Adventures  of  a  Fair  Rebel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  with  a  Frontispiece  hy  DAN.  BKARD.  v.  tJ. :  post  8vo,  illvistrated  boards,  ^s. 
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Crockett  (S.  R.)  and  others. —Tales  of  Our  Coast.      By  S. 

Crockhtt,  Gilbert  Parker,  Harold  Frederic,  'Q.,'  and  W.  Clark  Russell.    'V>i 

Illustrations  by  FRANK  BranGWYN.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6rf. 


Croker    (Mrs.   B.   M.),    Novels   by.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6i. 

each  :  post  8vo.  illustrated  boards  25.  each  ;  cloth  limp.  ?.r.  ed.  each.  .,      ,  ., 

Pretty  Miss  Neville.             I       Diana  Harrington.  A  Family  LlkeneSBt 

A  Bird  ol  Passage.               I       Proper  Pride.  I       'ToLat. 

Village  Tales  and  Jungle  Tragedies. 
Crnwn  8vo,  cluth  extra.  i.s.6.i.  each. 
Two  Masters.      I        Mr.  Jervls.  I        The  Real  Lady  Hilda. 

Married  or  Single? [X<rv.  I        In  the  Kingdom  of  Kerry.  [S!tort!y. 

Cruikshank's   Comic   Almanack.      Complete  in  Two  Series  :    The 

First,  from  iS^5  to  184-! :  the  SECOND,  from  1844  to  185-!.  A  Gatherhig  of  the  Best  Humour  of 
Thackeray,  hood,  Mavhew,  albert  smith,  abeckett,  Rohekt  Brougii,  &c.  w.th 
numerous  Steel  Engravings  and  Woodcuts  by  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK,  HiNE,  LaNDELLS,  &c 
Two  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  ^s.  6d.  each.  ,_  „  ,„  .  j 
The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.  By  BLANCHARD  JeRROLD.  With  84  lUustrations  and  a 
BiL)liography.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ts. 

Cumrning  (C.  F.  Gordon),  Works  by.     Demv  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  ^s.  6d.  ea. 

In  the  Hebrides.     With  an  Autotvpe  Frontispiece  and  2-\  Illustrations. 

In  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian  Plains.    With  42  lUustraUons. 

Two  Happy  Years  in  Ceylon.    With  2<  Illustrations. 

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.     With  a  Photogravure  Frontispiece.     Demy  Svo.  cloth.  7T.  6if. 

Cussans  (John  E.).— A  Handbook  of  Heraldry;  with  Instructions 

for  Tracing  Pedigrees  and  Deciphering;  Ancient  MSS.,  &c.    Fourth  Edition,  revised,  with  4c8  Woodcuts 
and  a  Colotired  Plates.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6.f. ^___ 

Cyple7(W.).— Hearts  of  Gold.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  35.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  bds..  25. 
Daniel    (George).— Merrie    England   in  the  Olden  Time.    With 

Illustrations  by  ROBERT  CRUIKSHANK.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6./. 

Daudet  (Alphonse).— The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation.  Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6rf. ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  zs.         

Davenant  (Francis,  M. A.).— Hints  for  Parents  on  the  Choice  of 

a  Profession  for  their  Sons  when  Starting  In  Life.     Crown  8vo,  js.     clnth.  ts.  6./. 

Davidson   (Hugh  Coleman).— Mr.  Sadler's  Daughters.      With  a 

Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  ^s.  6<i.  

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.  Yorke=),  Works  by.    Cr.  Svo,  is.  ea.;  cl.,  is.  6d.  ea. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical  Hints. 

Nursery  Hints:  A  Mothers  Guide  in  Health  aciJ  Disease.  _ 

Foods  for  the  Fat:  A  Treatise  on  Corpulency,  and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.    Crown  Svo.  2s. ;  cloth  limp.  7:s.  6,!. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.   Collected  and  Edited, 

with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  Rev.  A.  B.  GrOSART,  D.D.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  izs. 

Dawson  (Erasmus,  M.B.).— The  Fountain  of  Youth.     Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  with  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NiSBET,  3^-.  6d. ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2f. 

De  Querin  (Maurice),  The  Journal  of.    Edited  by  G.  S.  Trebutien. 

With  a  Memoir  by  Sainte-Beuve.    Translated  from  the  zoth  French  Edition  by  Jessie  P.  FROTH 
INGHAM.     Fcap.  8vQ,  half-bound,  ^s.  6d. 

De  MaistreHlXavier).- A  Journey  Round  my  Room.     Translated 

by  Sir  HENRY  AttwelL.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  ^s.  6d.  

De  Mille  (James). — A  Castle  in  Spain.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  e.xtra,  with 

a  Frontispiece,  jr.  6d.  :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ss. _^ 

D^rbjr(The)TTheBlue  Ribbon  of  the  turf.    With  Brief  Accounts 

ofTHdOAKS.    By  LOUIB  HENRY  CUR20N.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  sj.  6rf. 


fe:HAtTO  &  WiNDUS.   I :o  &  III  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.         ^ 
Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  bd.  ea. ;  post  8vo,  2s.  ea. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  I        Clrca's  Loversu 

Dewar  (T.  R.).— A  Ramble  Round  the  Globe.    With  220  Illustra- 

tions.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6ii. 

Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 

Sketches  by  Boz.  |        Nicholas  Ntckleby.  |        Ollvep  Twist. 

About  England  HTlth  Dickens.    By  Alfred  Rimmer.    With  57  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  Vander. 
HO')F,  Al  IRED  RiMMER.  ami  others.     Square  8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  tJ. 

Dictionaries. 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative,  Realistic,  and  Doematlc.    By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brbwbr, 

1.I..I).     Crinyn  Sio.  clotli  extra,  ri.  tJ. 
The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and  Stories.    By  the  Rot. 

H.  C.  liKEU  RR,  I.L.D.     With  an  ENGLISH  BiKLloGKAPHY.    Crown  8vo,  doth  extra,  ^s.  6J. 
Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the  Dates.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.    With  Historical  and  Explanatory  Notes  by  SamUBL 

A.  IIPNT.  A.M.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  7J.6rf. 
The  Slang  Dictionary  :  Etymoloffical,  Historical,  and  AnecdotaL    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s.  6tl. 
Words.  Facts,  and  Phrases:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Outofthe- Way  Matten.  By 
Eliezer  Edwards.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  ed. 

Diderot.— The    Paradox   of  Acting.      Translated,    with    Notes,   by 

Walter  Berries  Pollock.    With  Preface  by  Sir  Henry  Irving.    Crown  8vo.  parchm«nt,  js.  6d, 

Dobson  {.\iistin),  Works  by. 

Thomas  Bewick  and  his  Pupils,    with  95  Illustrations.    Square  8vo,  cloth,  6». 

Four  Frenchwomen.     With  Four  Portraits.     Crown  8vo.  buckram,  gilt  top  *j. 

Eighteenth  Century  Vignettes.     Two  Series.     Crown  8vo,  buckram.  6r.  each.— A  THIRD 

Series  is  nearly  ready. 

Dobson  (W.  T.).— Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentricities.   Post 

8vo,  cloth  hmp,  or.  6(i. 

Donovan  (Dick),  Detective  Stories  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar.  each  ;  cloth  Hmp,  2j.  6d.  each. 
The  Man-Ranter.    |        Wanted! 
Caught  at   Last. 
Tracked  and  Taken. 
Who  Poisoned  Hetty  Duncan  7 
Suspicion  Aroused. 


A  Detective's  Triumphs. 
In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Information  Received. 
Link  by  Link.     |     Dark  Deeds. 
Riddles  Read. 


Crown  8%'o,  cloth  extra.  3.?.  64.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each  ;  cloth,  2j.  6d.  each. 
The  Man  from  Manchester.    With  23  Illustrations. 
Tracked  to  Doom.    With  Six  full-page  Illustrations  by  GORDON  Brownb. 

The  Mystery  of  Jamaica  Terrace.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  jr.  64. 

Doyle  (A.  Conan).— The  Firm  of  Girdlestone.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.,  35.  6d. 
Dramatists,  The  Old.     Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  with  Portraits,  65.  per  Vol, 

Ben   Jonson's   Works.    With  Notes,  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by 

William  GiFFORD.    Edited  by  Colonel  Cu.nningham.    Three  Vols. 
Chapman's  Works.    Three  Vols.    Vol.  I.  contains  the  Plays  complete  ;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 

Translations,  with  an  Essay  by  A.  C.  SWINBURNE ;  Vol.  III.,  Transladonsef  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 
Marlowfe's  Works.    Hdited,  with  Notes,  by  Colonel  Cunningham.    One  Vol. 
Massinger's  Plays.    From  GIFFORD'S  Text.    Edited  ty  Colonel  CUN"N1N'GHA.V.    One  Vol. 

Duncan  (Sara  Jeannette:  Mrs.  Everard  Cotes),  Works  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  id.  each. 
A  Social  Departure.    With  m  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsrnd. 
An  American  Girl  In  London.    With  80  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  TOWNSFND. 
The  Simple  Adventures  of  a  Uemsahlb.    With  37  Illustrations  by  F.  H.  Townsend. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6<f.  each. 
A  Daughter  of  To-Day.  |         Vernon's  Aunt.    With  47  Illustrations  by  Hal  HurST. 

Dyer  (T.  F.  Thiselton).— The  Folk-Lore  of  Plants.    Cr.  SvoTcl.  67. 
Early  English  Poets.      Edited,  with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 

by  Kev.  A.  H.  Crosaht,  D.D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  6s.  per  Volume. 
Fletcher's  (Cllesi  Complete  Poems.    One  Vol. 
Davles'  iSlr  John)  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Two  Vols. 
Herrlck's  iRobert'  Complete  Collected  Poems.    Three  Vols. 
Sidney's  tSlr  Phillp'  Complete  Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols.       

Edgcumbe  (Sir  E.  R.  Pearce).— Zephyrus:    A  Holiday  in  Brazil 

and  on  the  River  Plate.     With  41  Illustr.ations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr. 

Edison,  The  Life  and  Inventions  of  Thomas  A.     By  W,  K.  L.  and 

ANTONIA  Dickson.    With  200  Illustrations  by  R.  F.  OUTCALT,  &.c.    Demy  4to,  doth  pit,  ia«. 
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Edwardes  (Mrs.  Annie),  Novels  by. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ^s.  eac^.             .   — 
Archie  liovell.  I     A  Point  of  Honour.  ^_ 

Edwards  (Eliezer).— Words,  Facts,  and   Phrases:    A  Dictionary 

of  Curious  Quaint,  and  Out-of-the-AVaj'  Matters.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  yj.  6a'. 

Edwards  (M.  Betham-),  Novels  by. 

Kttty.    Post  8vo,  boards,  sj.  ;  cloth,  2S.  M.         \         Felicia.     Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  zj. 

Egerton  (Rev.  J.  C,  M.A.), —  Sussex  Folk  and   Sussex  Ways. 

■H'lth  Introduction  by  Rev.  Ur.  H.  WACE,  and  Four  llluslratious.     Crown  £vo,  cloth  extra,  sj. 

Eggleston  (Edward).— Roxy:  A  Novel.     Post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  is. 
Englishman's  House,  The  :  A  Practical  Guide  for  Selecting  or  Build- 

ing  a  House.     By  C.  J.  RICHARDSON.    Coloured  Frontispiece  and  534  lUusts.     Cr.  8vo.  cloth,  ^s.  bd. 

Ewald  (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.),  Works  by. 

The  Life  and  Timas  of  Prince  Charles  Stuart.  Count  of  Albany  (THE  YOUNG  PRETEN- 
DER).    With  a  Portrait.     Crown  Svo.  clotli  extra.  75.  6,/.            ^ 
Stories  from  the  State  Papers.    With  Autotype  Frontispiece.     Crown  8vo.  cloth,  6s. 


Eyes,  Our  ;  How  to  Preserve  Them.     By  John  Browning.    Cr.  Svo,  is. 
Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great  Men.     By  Samuel  Arthur  Bent, 

A.M.     Fi/tli  Edition.  Revised  and  Enlarged.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  ■js.  6d. 

Faraday   (Michael),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle :  Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile  Audience.    Edited 

by  WILLIAM  CrohkeS,  F.C.S.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 
On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature,  and  their  Kelations  to  each  other.     Edited  by 

WlLLI.\M  CROOKES.  F.C.S.     With  Illustrations. 

Farrer  (J.  Anson),  Works  by. 

Military  Manners  and  Customs.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

'War  :  Three  Essays,  reprinted  from  '  Military  Manners  and  Customs.'    Cro^vn  Svo,  u.  ;  cloth,  i.r.  6d. 

Fenn  (Q.  Manville),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^^.  6c/.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ^>s.  each. 
The  He's  Mistress.            I          Witness  to  the  Deed.     |        The  Tiger  Lily. 
The  'White  Virgin.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Fin=Bec. — The  Cupboard  Papers:  Observations  on  the  Art  of  Living 

and  Dining.    Post  Svo.  cloth  limp,  ^s.  6d. 

Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art  of  Making ;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 

Treasury.     By  THOMAS  KENTISH.    With  267  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  ;j. 

First  Book,  My.     By  Walter  Besant,  James  Payn,  W.  Clark  Rus- 

SELL,  GRANT  ALLEN.  HALL  CAINE,  GEORGE  R.^IiJS,  .RUDYARD  KIPLING,  A.  CONAN  DOVLE, 
M.  E.  BRADDON,  F.  W.  ROBINSON,  H.  RIDER  IlAGGAftO,  R.  M.  EALLANTYXE.  I.  ZANGWILL, 
MORLEY  ROBERTS,  D.  CHRISTIE  MURR.A.Y.  it.'SRY  COREI-LL  J.  K.  lEROME.  JOHN  STRANGK 
Winter,  Bret  H,\RJE,  .'  Q.,'  Robert  EueilAN.O',.and  R.  L..Stkvenson.  With  a  Prefatory  Story 
by  Jerome  K.  Jerome,  and  185  Illustrations.     Sm.tU  deiuj;Svq,  c^h^e,xtra,  7^-.  6d. 

FitXg:erald  (P0rcy), Works  by.  f"_LJ 

The  'World  Behind  the  Scenes.    Cruwn  Svo.  cloth  extraj'^T.  611' 
Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the  Letters  of  CHARLES  LAMB.     Post  Svo,  cloth,  qs.  6d. 
A  Day's  Tour:   A  Journey  through  France  and  Belgiijpi.  ]  With  S|cfetc^'5.    Crown  410,  ij. 
Fatal  Zero.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  60".  ;  post  Svo,  inustrated  boirds,  2s. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
Bella  Donna.  I     The  Lady  cf  Brautome.       'I     The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 

Polly.  I     Never  Forgotten.  |     Seventy-five  Brooke  Street. 

The  Life  of  James  BoS'well  (of  Auchinleckl.    With  lUusts.    Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  24J. 

The  Savoy  Opera,     with  60  Illu.=.trations  and  Portraits.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3J.  6rf. 

Sir  Henry  Irving :  Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum.     With  Portrait.     Crown  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,  ts.  64 

Flammarion  (Camille),  Works  by. 

Popular  Astronomy :  A  General  Description  of  the  Heavens.    Translated  by  J.  ELLArd  GORE, 

F.R.  A.S.     With  Three  Plates  and  2S5  Illustrations.     Medium  Svo,  cloth,  i6j. 
Urania:  A  Romance.    With  S7  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5.^. 

Fletcher's    (Giles,   B.D.)    Complete  Poems:    Christ's  Victorie  in 

Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth.  Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and  Minor  Poems,  'With  Notes  by 
Rev.  A.  B.  GROSARI-.  D.D.    Crown  8vo.  cloth  boards.  6s.  ______^ 

Fonblanqiie  (Albany).— Filthy  Lucre.     Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 
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FranciHon  (R.  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  M.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrateti  bn.irils,  7S.  each. 
One  by  One.  |     A  Real  Queen.  |     A  Dog  and  his  Shadow< 

Ropes  of  Sand.    Illustrated.       

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boarils,  2s.  each. 
Queen  Cophetua.     |     Olympia.        |     Romances  ot  the  Lavs,     i    King  or  Knave  7 


Jack  Doyle's  Daughter.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3^-.  6if. 
Esther's  Clove.    1  cap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. 


Frederic  (Harold),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  2S.  each. 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife.  I        The  Lawton  Girl. 

French  Literature,  A  History  of.     By  Henry  Van  Laun.    Three 

Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  "js,  (xi.  each. 

Friswell  (Hain).— One  of  Two:  A  Novel.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  25. 
Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d.  each. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities.        |        Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London  Fairs. 

Fry's  (Herbert)  Royal  Guide  to  the  London  Charities.     Edited 

by  JOHN  Laxe.     Published  .-Vnnually.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  is.  td. 

Gardening  Books.     Post  Svo,  is.  each ;  cloth  limp.  is.  6d.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse.    By  George  Gle.nnY. 
Household  Horticulture.    liv  Tom  and  Jane  lERROLD.    Illustrated. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.    By  To.\i  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild.    By  Francis  G.  Heath.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6t. 

Gardner  (Mrs.  Alan).— Rifle  and  Spear  with  the  Rajpoots  :  Being 

the  Narrative  of  a  Winter's  Travel  and  Sport  in  Northern  India.    With  numerous  Illustrations  by  the 
Author  and  F.  II.  ToWNSEND.     Demy  410,  half-bound,  aij. 

Garrett  (Edward).— The  Capel  Girls:  A  Novel.    Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  with  two  Illustrations,  3J.  6d.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs. 

Gaulot  (Paul).— The  Red  Shirts:   A  Story  of  the  Revolution.    Trans- 
lated by  John  db  ViLLIERS.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6rf. 

Gentleman's    Magazine,    The.       is.    Monthly.       Contains   Stories, 

Articles  upon  Literature,  Science,  Biogrraphy,  and  Art,  and  '  Table  Talk '  by  SVLVANUS  URBA.V. 
♦**  Bound  Voliittus /or  rece>tt  years  kept  in  slock,  8r.  6(/.  each.     Cases  for  binditt:^,  is. 

Gentleman's  Annual,  The.     Published  Annually  in  November,     is. 

That  for  1896  is  entitled  A  Minion  of  the  Moon,  by  T.  W.  SPEIGHT. 

German   Popular   Stories.      Collected  by  the  Brothers  Grimm  and 

TransLated  by  EDGAR  TAYLOR.     With  Introduction  by  JOHN  RUSKIN,  and  2a  Steel  Plates  after 
GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK.    Square  8vo,  cloth.  &f.  bd.  ;  gilt  edijes,  is.  6</. 

Gibbon  (Chas.),  Novels  by.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3s.  6i.  ea.;  post  Svo,  bds.,  is.  ea. 

Robin  Cray.    Frontispiece.  |     The  Golden  Shaft.    Frontispiece.  |        Loving  a  Dream. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2t.  each. 


The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 

The  Dead  Heart. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  Will  the  World  Say? 

For  the  King.         |     A  Hard  Knot. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

in  Pastures  Green. 


In  Love  and  War. 

A  Heart's  Problem. 

By  Mead  and  Stream. 

The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 

Fancy  Free.         \     Of  High  Degree. 

In  Honour  Bound. 

Heart's  Delight.     I     Blood-Money. 


Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays  by.     In  Three  Series,  2s.  6rf,  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  :  The  Wicked  World— Pygmalion  and  Galatea— Charity— The  Ptuicess— 

Tlic  P.alace  of  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 
The  SECOND  SERIES  :  Broken  Hearts— Engajred— Sweethearts— Cretchcn— Dan!  Drucc— Tom  Cobb 

—  H.M.S.  '  Pinafore' — The  Sorcerer— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 
The  Third  Series:   Comedy  and  Tra^jcdv- Fo^gerty's  F.iiry- Roscncrantz  .and  Guildenstem^ 

Pat:ence— Pnncc^s  Ida— The  Mikado— Kuddigore— The  Yeomen  of  the  Guard— The  Goadolicrs— 

The  Mountebanks — Utopia. 

Eight  Original  Comic  Operas  written  by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing:  The  Sorcerer- H  M  S 
■  Pinafore  '—The  Pir.iies  ot  Pciizancc—Iolantlic—Patience— Princess  Ida— The  Mikado— Trial  by 
Jury.     Demy  Svo,  cloth  limp,  is.  td. 

The  Gilbert  and  Sullivan  Birthday  Book:  Quotations  for  Every  D,v  in  the  Year  selected 
from  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilukrt  sc-t  to  Music  bv  .Sir  A-  iiUI.LlYA.V.  Compiied  by  Alp.'^  Watson 
Royal  tO^no.  J.ipancse  le.-ithcr,  2j.  &A  '  '       .■•>.■"•->"". 
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Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds..  25.  each. 

Dr.  Austin's  Guests.  I        James  Duke,  Costermonger. 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain.  I 


Glanville  (Ernest),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo.  clolh  extra,  3^.  6./.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 
The  Lost  Heiress  :  A  Tale  of  Love,  Battle,  and  Adventure.    With  Two  Illustrations  by  H.NlSBET. 
The  Fossicker:  A  Romance  of  M.ashonalanJ.     With  Two  Illustrations  by  HUME  NlSBET. 
A  Fair  Colonist.  With  a  irontispiece  by  STANLEY  WOOD. 

The  Golden  Rock.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6d. 
Kloof  Yarns.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Glenny  (George).— A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Greenhouse: 

Practical  Advice  as  to  tlie  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden.  Post  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.bd. 

Godwin  (William).— Lives  of  the  Necromancers.    Post  8vo,  cl.,  2^. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought,  The:    An  Encyclopsedia  of  Quota- 
tions.   Edited  by  THEODOrtE  TAYLOR.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  7^-.  6a!. 

Gontaut,  Memoirs  of  the  Duchesse  de  (Gouvernante  to  the  ChiU 

dren  of  France).  1773-1S36.    With  Two  Photogravures.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo.  cloth  extra,  21^. 

Goodman  (E.  J.).— The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne.  Cr.  8vo,  35.  Ci. 
Graham  (Leonard). — The  Professor's  Wife:  A  Story.  Fcp.  8vo,  is. 
Greeks    and    Romans,  The    Life    of    the,   described   from   Antique 

Monuments.    By  ERNST  GliHL  and  W.   KoNER.     Edited  by  Dr.  F.  HUEFFER.    With  545  lUustra- 
tions.     Larj:;e  crown  Svo,  clotli  extra,  •js.Cd. 

Greenwood  (James),  Works  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s,  6d.  each. 

The  Wilds  of  London.  I Low-Life  Desps. ^ 


Greville  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Nlhanor.    Translated  by  EI.IZA  E.  Chase.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  M. 

A  Noble  Woman.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gx.  ;  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2S. 

Griffith  (Cecil).— Corinthia  Marazion  :  A  Novel,     Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  3J.  6^^.  ;   post  8vo,  illustrated  boards.  7S. 

Grundy  (Sydney). — The   Days  of  his  Vanity:    A  Passage  in  the 

Life  of  a  Younjj  Man.    Croivn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6^/. :  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  tzs. 

Habberton  (John,  Author  of  '  Helen's  Babies  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  :  cloth  limp,  zs.  6d.  each. 
Brueton's  Bayou. I        Country  Luck. 

Hair,  The:  Its  Treatment  in  Health,  "Weakness,  and  Disease.     Trans- 
lated from  the  German  of  Dr.  J.  PINCUS.    Crown  Svo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  td. 

Hake  (Dr.  Thomas  Gordon),  Poems  by.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  65.  each. 

New  Symbols.              I        Legends  of  the  Morrow.        |        The  Serpent  Play. 
ATaiden  Ecstasy.    Small  4to,  cloth  extra,  Zs. 


Halifax  (C.).— Dr.  Ramsey's  Patient.      By  Mrs.  L.  T.  Meade  and 

CLIFFORD  HALIFAX,  M.D.     Ciowi  Svo,  cloth,  f>s. 

Hall  (Mrs.  S.  C.).— Sketches  of  Irish  Character.     With  numerous 

Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood  by  MacliSE,  GiLIiERT,  HarveV,  and  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK. 
Small  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  -js.  td. 

Hall  (Owen).— The  Track  of  a  Storm.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
Halliday  (Andrew).— Every =day  Papers.  Post  8vo,  boards,  25. 
Handwriting,  The  Philosophy  of.     With  over  100  Facsimiles  and 

Explanatory  Text.    By  DON  FELi.x  DE  Salamanca.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Hanky=Panky:      Easy  and  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Majjic,  Sleight  of 

Hand.  &c      Edited  by  W.  H.  CREMER.    With  goo  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  4J.  61/. 

Hardy  (Lady  Duff  us). —Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice.   Post  Svo,  bds.,  25. 
Hardy  (Thomas). ^Under  the  Greenwood  Tree.     Crown  8vo.  cloih 

extra,  with  Portrait  and  15  Illustrations,  y.  6d. ;  po:t  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ■zs.     rloth  limp.  ?j-.  6d. 

Harwood  (J.  Berwick),— The  Tenth  Ear!.    Post  Svo,  boards,  zs. 
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llarte's  (Bret)  Collected  Works.    Revised  by  the  Author,    LIBRARY 

EDITION,  in  Nine  Volumes,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
VoL         1.  Complete  Poei  ical  and  nRAMATiC  works.    With  Stccl-pl.ite  Portrait. 
„        II.  The  Luck  of  roaring  Ca.mp— Bohemian  paphrs— American  LEGENr>s, 
„      III.  Tales  of  tub  argonauts— Hastern  SKEiCHts. 
„       ]V.  Cahriel  CoNROY.  I     Vol.  V.  STORIES— CONDENSED  Novels,  i-c. 
H       ^'I.  Tales  of  the  Pacific  Slope. 

VII.  Talks  op  the  pacific  Slope— IT.    with  Portrait  by  John  Pbttie,  R.A. 
„  VIII.  Tales  of  the  Pine  and  the  Cypress. 

IX.  Buckeye  and  Chapparel^ 

The  Select  Works  of  Bret  Harte,  in  Prose  and  Poetry.     With  Introductory  Essay  by  J.  M. 

BRLLEW.  Portrait  of  the  Author,  and  50  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  bd. 
Bret  Harte's  Poetical  Works.    Printed  on  hand-made  paper.    Crown  8vo.  buckram,  4J.  fxt. 
A  New  Volume  of  Poems.    Crown  8vo,  buckram,  5J.  {I'rffarin^. 

T.he  Queen  of  the  Pirate  Isle.  With  28  Oriariual  Drawings  by  KATE  CREEN.\waV,  reproduced 
m  Coluurs  liy  1-;d.\IUND  EVA.NS.    Small  4to,  cloth,  5J. 

Crown  <!'o.  cloth  extra,  -js.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards,  u.  enchi 
A  Waif  of  the  Plains.    iVith  60  Illustr-itions  by  Stanley  L.  Wood. 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden  Gate.    With  59  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 

Crown  8vo,  clorh  extra,  3T.  61/.  each. 
A  Sappho  of  Green  Springs,  &c.    With  Two  Ilfustrations  by  Hume  Nisbet. 
Colonel  Starbottle's  Client,  and  Soma  Other  People.    With  a  FroiUispiec*. 
Susy :  .\  .Vuvul.     With  Frontispiece  and  Vigiiette  by  J.  A.  CHRISTIE. 
Sr^lly  Dows,  .tc.     \\ith  j?  Illustrations  by  W   D.  ALMOND  and  others. 
A  Protegee  of  Jack  Hamlin'Si  cic.    With  26  Illustrations  by  W.  SMALL  and  others. 
The  Bell-Rlnger  of  Angel's,  &c.     With  39  Illustrations  by  UUPLUY  HARDY  and  others, 
Clarence  :  A  Story  of  the  American  War.    With  i:ii.'ht  Illustrations  by  A.  JULE  GOODMAN. 
Barker's  Luck,  &c.     With  yt  Illustrations  by  A.  l-OREsTIER,  PAUL  HARDY,  &c. 
DevU's  Ford,  &c.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  W.  H.  OVEREND. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  sr.  each. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  I  The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp,  4e. 

An  Heiress  ol  Rod  Dog,  Ac. |  Californian  Stories. 

Post  8vo,  iti'.istnted  boards  jr.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  6./.  each. 
Flip. I        Maruja.  |        A  Phyllis  ot  the  Sierras. 

Haweis  (Airs.  H.  R.),  Books  by. 

The  Art  of  Beauty.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  pr  Illustrations.     Square  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  fix. 

The  Art  of  Decoration.     With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  74  Illustrations.     Sq.  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  6/, 

The  Art  of  Dress.     With  37  Illustrations.     Post  8vo,  is. :  cloth,  is.  6J. 

Chaucer  for  Schools,    Demy  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ?r.  6/. 

Chaucer  for  Children,    With  33  Illustrations  18  Coloured).    Crown  4to,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.,  M.A.),  Books  by. 

American  Humorists:  Washington  Irving,  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  Tames  Russrll 
Lowell,  Arte.mus  Ward,  Mark  Twai.-^,  and  Bret  Harie.  Third  Edition.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  &i. 

Travel  and  Talk,  1SS5-93-95  :  My  Hundred  Thousand  Miles  of  Travel  through  America— Cana-la 
— New  Zealand — Tasmania — Australia — Ceylon —The  Paradises  of  the  Pacihc.  With  Photogravure 
Frontispieces.     Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  gij. 

Hawthorne  (Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cir/th  extra,  y.  6i.  each  ;    post  8ro,  illustrated  boards.  2X.  each. 
Garth,  I         Elllce  Quentin,  1  Beatrix  Randolph.    With  Four  Illusts. 

Sebastian  Strome,  I  David  Poindexter's  Disappearancflk 

Tortune's  Fool,    |     Dust,    Four  Illusts.      |  The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2^.  each. 

Miss  Cadogna.  I         Love— or  a  Namo. 

Krs.  Gainsborough's  Diamonds.    Fcap.  8vo,  illustrated  cover,  ij. 

Hawthorne  (Nathaniel). — Our  Old   Home.      Annotated  with   Pas- 
sages from  the  Author's  Notebooks,  and  Illustrated  with  31  Photogravures.     Two  Vols.,  cr.  Svo,  icj. 

Keath  (Francis  George).— My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 

There.     Crown  Hv.  cloth  extra,  gilt  cdcjes.  Cs. 

Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Animals  and  their  Masters. |  Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Blron  !  A  Novel.    Crown  gvo.  cloth  eytr.a.  y.  6.i. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boanls,  as. 

Henderson  (Isaac).  —  Agatha  Page;  A  Novel.      Cr.  8vo, cl.,  3^.  6i. 
Henty  (Q.  A.),  Novels  by. 

Rujub  the  Juggler.    With  ICight  Illustrations  by  STAN'LEY  I.  WOODw    Crown  Sro,  cicth,  y.tit.; 

fost  8vo.  ilhistrnted  boards,  as. 
Dorothy's  Double,    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  3s.  6J. 
The  Queen's  Cup.    3  vols.,  frown  Svo,  ly.  net. [Shortly. 

Herman  (Henry). — A  Leading  Lady.     Post  8  vo.  bds,  25. :  cl.,25.  6(f. 
Herrick's  (Robert)  Hesperides,  Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete 

Collected  Poems.     With   Memorial-Introduction  and  Not-s  by  the   Kev.  A,  B.  GRoSAUr,   U.L>,, 
Steel  Portrait,  .Jtc.    Three  \'ols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards.  x6t. 
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Hertzka  (Dr.  Theodor).— Freeland:  A  Social  Anticipation.    Trans- 

lated  by  ARTHUR  RANSOM.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Hesse=Wartegg  (Chevalier  Ernst  von).— Tunis:    The  Land  and 

the  People.     With  22  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Hill  (Headon).— Zambra  the  Detective.   Post  8vo,  bds. ,  25. ;  cl.,  2s.  6d. 
Hill  (John),  Works  by. 

Treason-Felony.    Post  8vo,  boards,  aj.         |     The  CommoH  Ancestor.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6<f. 

Hindley  (Charles),  Works  by. 

Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings:    Including;  Reminiscences  connected  with  Coffee  Houses, 

Clubs,  &c.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6ti. 
The  Lite  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  td. 

Hodges  (Sydney). — When  Leaves  were  Green.  3  vols. ,155.  net. 

Hoey  (Mrs.  Cashel). — The  Lover's  Creed.    Post  8vo.  boards,  25. 
Holiday,  Where  to~go  for  a.     By  E.  P.  Sholl,  Sir  H.  Maxwell, 

Bart.,  M. p.,   JOHN   WATSON,   JANE   KARLOW,    MARY  LOVETT  CAMI!I;0N,  JI^STIN  II.  MCCARTHY, 

Paul  Langh,  J.  W.  Graham,  J.  H.  Salter,  Pucebe  Allen,  S.J.  Beckett,  L.  Rivers  Vine, 
and  C.  F.  GORDON  CUMMING.     Crown  8vo.  i.f.  :  cloth,  u.  bd. , 

Hollingshead  (John).— Niagara  Spray.     Crown  8vo,  i5. 

Holmes  (Gordon,  M.D.)— The  Science  of  Voice  Production  and 

Voice  Preservation.    Crown  8vo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  (>d. 

Holmes  (Oliver  Wendell),  Works  by. 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.    Illustrated  by  J.  GORDON  THOMSON.    Post  Svo,  cloth 

linip,  "2$.  6(1^.— Another  Edition,  post  Svo,  cloth,  c.r. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table  and  The  Professor  at  the  Breakfast-Table, 

In  One  Vol.     Post  Svo,  h.ilf-bound,  is. 

Hood's  (Thomas)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Life  of 

the    Ai]thor,  Portrait,  and  croo  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  clotli  extra,  y.f.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.    With  85  Illustrations.     Post  Svo.  half-bound,  gj. 

Hood    (Tom).— From   Nowhere   to   the   North    Pole:    A   Noah's 

Arkafologic.al  Narrative.     With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  BRUNTON  and  E.  C.  BarnE-S.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  Gs. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Humorous  Works;  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures,  Bons  Mots,  Puns,  and  Hoaxes.  With  Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles,  and 
Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7.^.  6^/. 

Hooper  (Mrs.  Geo.).— The  House  of  Raby.     Post  8vo,  boards,  2s. 
Hopkins  (Tighe). — "Twixt  Love  and  Duty.'     Post  Svo,  boards,  25. 
Home  (R.  Hengist).  —  Orion:     An  Epic  Poem.      With  Photograph 

Portrait  by  SUMMERS.    Tenth  Edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7J. 

Hungerford  (Mrs.,  Author  of  '  Molly  Bawn  '),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  :  cloth  limn,  is.  dd.  each. 
A  Maiden  All  Forlorn.  I        In  Durance  Vile.  A  Mental  Struggle, 

Marvel.  I        A  Modern  Circe.         | 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6.^.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d.  each, 

Iiady  Verner's  Flight.  I        The  Red-House  Mystery. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d,  each. 
The  Three  Graces.    With  6  Illustrations. 

The  Professor's  Experlmsnt,    With  Frontispiece  by  E.  J.  WHEELER. 
A  Point  of  Conscience. [Fti.  1897. 

Hunt's  (Leigh)  Essays  :  A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  &c.  Edited 

by  Edmund  Ollier.    Post  8vo,  half-bound,  is. 

Hunt  (Mrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3.r.  611".  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  or.  each. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  |        Self-Condemned.        |        That  Other  Person. 

Thornicroft's  Model.    Post  Svo,  boards,  is.      |     Mrs.  Juliet.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  v-  6d. 


Hutchison  (W.  M.).— Hints  on  Colt=breaking.     With  25  lUustra- 

tions.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. 

Hydrophobia  :  An  Account  of  M.  Pasteur's  System  ;  The  Technique  of 

his  Method,  and  Statistics.     By  ReNAUD  SUZOR,  M.B.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hyne  (C.  J.  Cutcliffe). —  Honour  of  Thieves.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d. 
Idler  (The)  :    An  Illustrated   Magazine.     Edited  by  J.  K.  Jerome,     is. 

Monthly.    The  first  Eight  Vols.,  cloth,  sj.  e-ach;  Vol.  IX.,  ■js.  6if.— Cases  for  Binding,  is.  6d.  each. 
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Impressions  (The)  of  Aureole.     Cheaper  Edition,  with  a  New  Pre- 
face.   Post  8vo,  blush-rose  paper  and  cloth,  aj.  6tt. 

Indoor  Paupers.  By  One  of  Them.  Crown  8vo,  15.  ;  cloth,  is.  6i. 
I ngelow  (Jean).— Fated  to  be  Free.  Post  8vo,  illustrated  bds..  2s. 
Innkeeper's  Handbook  (The)  and  Licensed  Victualler's  Manual. 

ny  J.  TrevoR-Davils.    Crown  8vo,  it.  ;  cloth,  ix.  6./. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,    Songs  of.      Collected  and   Edited  by  A. 

I'URCliVAL  Gravks.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  -ir.  6J. 

Irving  (Sir  Henry)  :  A  Record  of  over  Twenty  Years  at  the  Lyceum. 

By  Percy  Fitzgerald,    with  Portrait.    Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  i.t.  6.f. 

James  (C.  T.  C.).  — A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds.      Post 

8vo.  picture  cover,  u.  ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6ii. 

Jameson  (William).— My  Dead  Self.  Post  8vo,  bds  .  as,  ;  c\.,2s.6d. 
Japp  (Alex.  H.,  LL.D.).— Dramatic  Pictures,  &c.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  55. 
Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Dark  Colleen.  I  The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

Jefferies  (Richard),   Works  by.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Nature  near  London.  |        The  Life  of  the  Fields.     |        The  Open  Air. 

*t*  Also  the  Hand-made  Pater  Edition,  crown  8vo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 

The  Eulo^  of  Richard  Jefferies.    By  Sir  Walter  Besant.    Witli  a  Photograph  Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  e.\tra,  ts. 

Jennings  (Henry  J.),  Works  by. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  ar.  6J. 

liOrd  Tennyson ;  A  Biographical  Sketch.    With  Portrait.    Post  Svo,  u. ;  cloth,  ts.  6i. 

Jerome  (Jerome  K.),  Books  by. 

Stageland.    With  64  Illustrations  by  J.  BERNARD  PARTRIDGE.    Fcap.  4(0,  picture  cover,  it. 
John  Ingerfield,  &c.   With  9  Illusts.  by  A.  S.  BOYDandJOHNCULlCH.    Fcap.  Svo,  pic.  cov.  it.  6</. 
The  Prude's  Progress:  A  Comedy  by  J.  K.  Jero.me  and  EDEN  PHILLPOTTS.   Cr.  Svo,  is.  bJ. 

Jerrold  (Douglas).— The   Barber's    Chair;     and   The   Hedgehog 

Letters.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  half-bound,  2s. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by.    Post  Svo,  is.  ea. ;  cloth  limp,  is,  6i.  each. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Re'nt. 

Household  Horticulture  :  A  uossip  .about  Flowers.    Illustrated. 

Jesse  (Edward).— Scenes  and  Occupations  of  a  Country  Life. 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Jones  (William,  F.S.A.),  Works  by.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  ys.  6d.  each. 

Flntfer-Rlng  Lore:  Historical.  Legendary,  and  Anecdotal.     With  nearly  300  Illustrations.     Second 

Edition.  Revised  ai.d  l-Tdnr-ed. 
Credulities,  Past  and  Present.    Including  the  Sea  and  Seamen.  Miners,  Talismans,  Word  and 

Letter  Dnin.ituM.  1  \.  r^isini;  and  Blessing  of  Animals,  Birds,  Eiri;s.  l.uck,  &c.    WiUi  Kroniispici.e. 
Crowrns  and  Coronations:  A  History  of  Kei;alia.    With  loo  lllusirations. 

Jonson's  (Ben)  Works.      With  Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 

a  Biographical  Memoir  by  WILLIAM  GiFFORD.    Edited  by  Colonel  CUNNINGHAM.      Three  Vols, 
crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ts.  each. 

Josephus,  The  Complete  Works  of.    Translated  by  Whiston.    Con- 

taining  '  The  Antiquities  of  the  lews'  and  '  The  Wars  of  the  Jews."     With  52  Illustrations  and  Maps. 
Two  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  hallbcund,  i-'j.  Ct. 

Kempt  (Robert).— Pencil  and  Palette  :  Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  nt.  6J. 

Kershaw    (Mark).  —  Colonial    Facts    and    Fictions:     Humorous 

bket  lies.     Pot  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  zj. ;  cloth.  3j.  6J. 

King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by.  Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  3s.  6d.  ea  ;  post  8vo,bds.,  25.  ea. 

A  Drawn  Came.  I         'The  Wearing  of  the  Green.* 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2S.  each. 

Passion's  Slav*.  I        Beit  Barry. 
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Knijrht    (William,   M.R.C.S.,    and    Edward,    L.R.C.P.).  —  The 

Patient's  Vade  Mecum:  How  to  Get  Most  Denefit  from  Medical  Advice.     Cr.  8vo,  is. ;  cl.,  is.  6d. 

Knights  (The)  of  the  Lion  :  A  Romance  of  (he  Thirteenth  Century 

Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the  MakQUKS?  OF  I,ORN'i;,  K.T.     Crown  avo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Lamb's    (Charles)  Complete  Works  in  Prose  and  Verse,  including 

'PoetryforChililren 'and 'Prince  Donis.'  Indited,  with  Note5  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H.  SHEP- 
HERD.    With  Two  Portraits  and  Facsimile  of  the  '  Ess.iy  on  KoastPiqf.'    Crown  8vo,  half-bd.,  ts.  bd. 

The  Essays  of  Ella.     Post  Svo,  printed  on  Initl  paper  and  half-ljouiid.  2J. 

Little  Essays:  Sketches  and  Characters  by  CHARLES  LAMB,  selected  from  his  Letters  by  PERCY 
PriZGIJRAI,!!.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  -iS.  td. 

The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb.  With  Introduction  and  Notes  by  Brander  Mat- 
THHWS.  and  Steel-plate  Portrait.     Fcap.  8vo,  half-bound,  2J.  6,/. 

Landor  (Walter  Savage).— Citation  and  Examination  of  William 

Shakspeare,  S'c,  belore  Sir  Thomas  Lucv,  toucliinj  Deer-ste.alins:,  19th  September,  15S2.  To  which 
is  added,  A  Conference  of  Master  Edmund  Spauser  with  the  Earl  of  Esse.\,  touching  the 
State  of  Ireland,  1595.     Fcap.  Svo,  lialf-K&xburi;he,  gj.  td. 

Lane  (Edward  William).— The  Thousand  and  One  Nights,  com- 

monlv  called  in  Enijland  The  Arabian  Nights'  Entertainments.  Translated  from  the  Arabic, 
with  'Notes.  Illustrated  with  many  hundred  En;,navin'.:s  from  Desifrns  by  Harvkv.  Edited  by  Ei:i\VARD 
SlAMLHY  POOLR.     With  Preface  by  STANLEY  LANE-PoOI-E.   Tlirec  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth,  7J.  bd.  ea. 

Larv/ood  (Jacob),  Works  by. 

The  Story  of  the  London  Parks.    With  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6(4 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy,    Post  8vo,  laid  paper,  half-bound,  -is. 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  ■zs.  6d.  each. 
Foranslc  Anecdotes. I Theatrical  Anecdotes. 

Lehmann  (R.  C),  Works  by.     Post  Svo,  is.  each;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

Harry  Fludyer  at  Cambridge. 

Conversational  Hints  for  Yoking  Shooters:  A  Gtiide  to  Polite  Talk. 

Leigh  (Henry  S.),  Works  by. 

Carols  of  Cockayne.     Printed  on  hand  made  paper,  bound  in  bnclcram,  SJ. 

Jeux  d'Esprit.    Edited  by  Henry  S.  l.niGH.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 


Leland  (C.    Qodfrey).— A  Manual  of  Mending  and  Repairing. 

With  Diagrams.     Crown  8vo,  clcth,  5^-. 

Lepelletier  (Edmond).  —  Madame  Sans=Qene.      Translated   from 

the  French  by  John  DE  VlLLIi'RS.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  td. 

Leys  (John). — The  Lindsays:  A  Romance.    Post  Svo,  illust.  bds. ,  2s. 
Lindsay  (Harry).— Rhoda  Roberts:  A  Welsh  Mining  Story.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth,  y.  6d. 

Linton  (E.  Lynn),  Works  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3.?.  6d.  each ;    post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2'.  each. 
Patrl.-^ia  Kemball.      I         lone.  I  Under  which  Lorrt  ?    \Mth  rjlllustratiins. 

The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas.  'My  Love!'        |       Snwing  the  V^ind, 

Tiia  World  Well  Lest.    With  iz  lllusts.        |  Paston  Carew,  Miiiiouaire  and  Miser. 

The  One  Too  Many. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J-.  each. 

ff*a  Rebel  of  tha  Family.    |         ivith  a  Silken  Thread, 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
V.'ltch  Stories.  |         Ourselves;  Essays  on  Women. 

Preeshooting:  E.ttracts  from  the  Works  of  Mrs.  Lynn  Lin  tow, 

Dulcie  Everton.    9  vols.,  crown  Svo,  los.  net. 

Lucy  (Henry  W.).— Gideon    Fleyce:    A  Novel.      Crown  Svo,  cloth 

extra,  3J.  6*^.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  aj. 

Macalpine  (Avery),  Novels  by. 

Teresa  Itasca.    Crown  8vo.  clotli  extra,  ij'. 

BLoken  Wings,    ^^^ith  six  illustrations  by  W.  J.  HenkrsSY.    Crown  Svo,  cloth^xtra,  6£. 

MacCoIl  (Hugh),  Novels  by. 

Mr.  Stranger's  Sealed  Packet.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Ednor  Whitlock.    Crown  avo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Macdonell  (Agnes). — Quaker  Cousins.     Post  8vo.  bop.rds.  2s. 

MacQregor  (Robert).— Pastimes  and  Players:    Notes  on  Popular 

Games.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2S.  6d. 

Mackay    (Charles,   LL.D.).  —  Interludes   and    Undertones;    or, 

filuiic  at  Twilr^ht.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  e.vtra,  6j, 
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McCarthy  (Justin,  M.P.),  Works  by. 

A  History  or  Our  Own  Times,  i 


..^.w. from  the  Accession  of  Queen  Victoria  to  the  General  HIection  of 

i8So  "roiTr"  Vols",  ^emy  8vo,  cloth  e\tr:<,  i?j.  sacii.— Also  a  POPULAR  Em  IION,  in  Four  Vols., 
crown  Svo  cloth  extra,  li).  e.ich.  — .\iid  Uie  jUniLliE  Hdi  IIOM,  withanAppenilix  of  Events  to  the  end 
of  lSS6.in'Two  Vols.,  large  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7,t.6Y.  each.  ,    ,     „  ... 

•.'  Vol.  v.,  bringing  the  narrative  down  to  the  ena  ut  the  bixtteth  Vear  of  the  Queen  s  Reign,  is 
In  preparation.     Demy  Svo,  cloth.  t7s.  „       ,.   .  .  ,        .,  „ 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Tlmas.    One  VoL,  crown  iJvo,  cloth  extra,  6r.— Also  a  Cheap 

POPULAK  liDIllO.V.  post  Svo.  cloth  liiM|),  2r.  6.1'.  ,        „ 

A  History  of  tne  Four  Georges,    l-onr  Vok.,  demy  Rvo,  cl,  ex.,  tis.  each.     [vols.  I.  &  If.  reaity. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3^.  M.  e.acn  ;  post  ovo,  ihusUated  boards,  2S.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  ar.  6./. 
ThB  VYatardalo  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Llnley  Rochford. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Miss  Misanthrope.    With  i»  Ulnstrations. 


Donna  Quixote.     With  12  Illustrations. 

The  Cjrnot  of  a  Season. 

Maid  of  Alliens.       With  12  Illustrations. 

Camiola :  A  ( ",irl  with  a  I'oriuae. 

The  Dictator. 

Rod  Diatnonda. 


The  Kiddle  Ring.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6.^. 


*  The  Right  Honourable.'    By  Justin  McCarthy.  M.P.,  andMrs.  Campbell  Praed.    Crown 

8vo.  cloth  extra,  oj.  ^^_^^^^^_^^^^^_^^.^^__^^^^..^^__^^_^^____^_^„_«^— 

McCarthy  (Justin  Huntly),  Works  by. 

The  French  Revolution.    (Constituent  Assembly,  i789-9i'l.     Four  Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  r2X. 
e.ach.  Vols.  I.  .S:  II.  rtady  ;  Vols.  III.  .S:  IV.  i«  the  press. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland.    Crown  8vo.  is.  -.  cloth,  is.  6i. 
Ireland  Since  the  Union :  .sketches  of  Irish  History,  1798-1886.    Crowu  Svo,  cloth,  6/. 

HaHz  In  London  :  Poems.    Sm.ill  Svo.  gold  cloth,  y.  6./. 

Our  Sensation  Novel.    Crown  8vo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6d. 

Doom :  An  Atlantic  Episode.    Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  is. 

Dolly  :  A  Sketch.     Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  is. :  cloth  liuip,  is.  6.i. 

Lily  Lass  :  A  Romance.     Crown  Svo,  picture  cover,  is. ;  cloth  limp,  is.  6ii. 

The  Thousand  and  One  Days.    With  Two  PhotoEravures.    Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  half-bd.,  tss. 

A  London  Legend.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3.5.  6:i. 

MacDonald  (George,  LL.D.),  Books  by. 

Y/orks  of  Fancy  and  Imagination.    Ten  Vols.,  i6mo,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  in  cloth  case,  zu. :  01 

the  \'oIumes  may  be  had  separately,  in  Grolier  cloth,  at  2S.  (td.  each. 
Vol.     I.  WiiHiN  A.ND  Without.— The  Hidden  LiFR. 

„      II.  The  Disciple.— The  Gospel  Wome.v.- book  of  sonnets.— Organ  Sonos. 
„    III,  Violin  Songs.— Songs  ok  tup.  d.vys  and  Nights.— A  Book  of  Ukea.vis.— Roadsidk 

POE.MS.— Poems  for  Children. 
„     IV.  Parables.— Ballads.— scotch  songs. 

„  V.  &  VI.   HHantasteS:  A  Haerie  Romance.                |      Vol.  VII.  THE  PORTENT. 
„  VII 1.  The  Light  Princess.— The  Giant's  Heart.- Shadows. 
„    IX.  Cross  purposes.- The  Golden  key.— The  Carasovn.— Little  Daylight. 
„     X.  The  Cruel  Painter.— The  Wow  o'  rivven.— The  Castle.— The  Broken  Swords, 
—the  Gray  Wolf.— Uncle  Cornelius. 

Poetical  Works  of  George  MacDonald.    Collected  and  Arranged  by  the  Author.    Two  Vols., 

rri'wnSvo.  buckram,  lis. 
A  Threefold  Cord.    Edited  by  George  MacDonalh.    Post  Svo,  clutli,  y. 

Phantastes :  A  Faerie  Romance.    With  25  Illustrations  by  J.  BELL.    Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra.  3?.  (ui. 
Heather  and  Snow  :  .\  Novel.     Crov.  n  Svo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6.1'.  ;  post  Svo,  ilJusirated  boards,  2S. 
Lilith:   .\  Romance.    Seco.nu  EDITIO.V.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  e.vtra,  oj-. 


Maclise  Portrait  Gallery  (The)  of  IHustrious  Literary  Charac- 
ters: 85  Portraits  by  Daniel  Maclise  ;  with  Memoirs— Bioq-raphical,  Critical,  Bihlioirraphicil 
and  Anecdotal— illu-itrative  of  the  Literature  of  the  former  half  of  the  Present  Century,  by  WILLIAM 
Bates,  B.A.     C rown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7J.  6./. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by.     Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  Q>s.  eacli. 

In  the  Ardennes.     With  ;;o  Illustrations  by  Thomas  R.  MaCOUOID. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Normandy  and  Crittany.    34  Illusts.  by  T.  R.  MACQUOID. 

Through  Normandy.     With  02  Illustrations  by  T.  R.  MacoUOHJ.  and  a  Map, 

Through  Brittany.     With  3:;  illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macoui'ID,  and  a  Map, 

About  Yorkshire.    With  67  lUustiations  by  T.  R.   M ACQUOlu. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. |       Lost  Rose,  and  other  Stories. 

Maffician's   Own    Book,   The :    Performances  with  Fpgs,  Hats,  &c. 

Edited  by  W.  II.  CRP.MBR.     With  20-)  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 1  s.  o./. 

Magic  Lantern,  The,   and  its  ManaRement  :  Including;  full  Practical 

Uircctions.     By  T.  C.  llEPWORTH.    With  10  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  ij.  ;( loth,  ir.  6./. 

Magna  Charta:    An  Exact  Facsimile  of  the  Original  in    the   British 

M useum,  3  feet  by  3  feet,  with  Arms  and  Se.als  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  SJ. 

Mallory    (Sir  Thomas).  —  Mort  d' Arthur:    The   Stories  of    King 

Artliur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table.     (A  Selection.)    Edited  by  C.  MontGCMERIE  RAN 
KING.   Pest  8*0,  dotb  Uuip.  v. 
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Mallock  (VV.  H.),  Works  by. 

The  New  Republic.    Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  ■2s. ;  cloth  limp,  ar.  fxi. 

The  New  Paul  &  Virginia  :  Positivism  on  an  Islanl.    Post  8vo.  cloth,  ■2s.  M. 

A  Romance  of  the  Nineteenth  Century.    Cro\Tn  8vo,  clotli  6s. ;  post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  af. 

Poems.    Small  4to,  pnrchment,  Sj-. 

Is  Life  Worth  Llvfng?     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extrn,  6s.       

Marks  (H.  S.,  R.A.),  Pen  and  Pencil  Sketches  by.     With  Four 

Photogravures  and  ij6  llUistratioDS.     Two  Vols.    »'emy  8vo,  clotli,  2-^- 

Marlowe's  Works.     Including  his  Translations.      Edited,  with  Notes 

and  Introductions,  by  Colonel  CUNNINT.HAM.     Crown  870,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illust.  boards,  25.  each. 

A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats.  I       Fighting  the  Air. 

Open  !  Sesame! |       VTrltten  in  Fire. 

Massinger's  Plays.      From  the  Te.Kt  of  William  Gifford.     Edited 

by  Col.  Cunningham.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  6s. 

Masterman  (J.).— Half-a^Dozen  Daughters.     Post  8vo.  boards,  zs. 
Matthews  (Brander).— A  Secret  of  the  Sea,  &c.      Post  Svo,  illus- 

trated  boards,  qs.  ;  cloth  limp.  2^.  6t/. ^ _ 

Mayhew  (Henry).— London  Characters,  and  the  Humorous  Side 

of  London  Life.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  v.  S"".  


Meade  (L.  T.),  Novels  by. 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  j.s.  6if. ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 

Crown  Svo.  cloth,  ^s.  6(/ each. 
In  an  Iron  Grip.  I  The  Voice  of  the  Charmer.    With  8  IlIustrations.[A'i«». 

Dr.  Rumsey's  Patlont.    By  L.  T.  Mkadr  and  Clifford  Halifax,  M.D.    Crown  Svo,  cl.  6s. 


Merrick  (Leonard),  Stories  by. 

The  Man  who  was  Good.    Post  8ro.  picture  boards,  ax. 
This  Stage  of  Fools.    Crown  Bvo.  cloth,  V.  6if. 


Mexican  Mustang  (On  a),  through  Texas    to  the  Rio  Grande.      By 

_    A.  E.  SWEF.T  and  J.  ARMOV  KNO.vc      With  26$  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  js.  6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo.  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 

Touch  and  Go. [       Mr.  DorilUon. 

Miller  (Mrs.  F.  Fen  wick). —Physiology  for  the  Young;   or,  The 

House  of  Life.     With  numerous  Illustrations.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  gj.  6i. 


Milton  (J.   L.),  Works  by.     Post  Svo.  is.  each  ;  cloth,  is.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.    With  Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,  Wines,  &c. 
The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 
The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation  to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

Minto  (Wm.).— Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    Cr.  8vo.  is.;  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Mitford  (Bertram),  Novels  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 

The  Gun-Runner:  A  Romance  of  Zululand.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 

The  Luck  of  Gerard  Ridgeley.    With  a  Frontispiece  bv  Stanley  L.  Wood. 

The  King's  Assegai,     ^\■ith  Six  full-oaire  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  L.  WOOD. 

Renshaw  Fanning's  Quest.    Willi  a  Frontispiece  by  Stanlev  L.  Woqd. 

Molesworth  (Mrs.),  Novels  by. 

Hathercourt  Rectory.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  af. 

That  Girl  in  Black.    Crown  Svo.  cloth,  is.  6,i. 

Moncrieff  (W.  D.  Scott=).— The  Abdication  :  An  Historical  Drama. 

With   Seven   Etchinjjs  by  JOHN  PETTIE,  W.  Q.  ORCHARDSON.  J.  MACWHIRTBR,  COLIN  HUNTER, 
R.  MACBETH  and  TO.M  GRAHAM.     Imperial  4to,  buckram,  21s. 

Moore  (Thomas),  Works  by. 

The  Epicurean  ;  and  Alciphron.    Post  Svo,  half-bound,  ac 

Prose  and  Verse;  including  Suppressed  Passages  from  the  MEMOIRS  OF  LORD  BYRON.     Edited 
by  R.  H.  SHEPHERD.     With  Portrait.     Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra.  7J.  6d. 

Muddock  (J.  E.)  Stories  by. 

Crown  8\  o.  cloth  extra.  3.r.  6d.  each. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood.  With  12  Illustrations  by  STANLEY  WOOD, 
Basile  the  Jester.    Wiih  Frontispiece  by  Stanley  Wood. 

Young  Liochinvar.  — 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret. I From  the  Bosom  of  the  Deep* 

Stories  Weird  and  WonderfiU.  Post  8vq,  !)lii§trate4  boarOs,  zs, ;  ckUi;  ?f.  (d. 
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Murray  (D.  Christie),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo.  clotli  extra.  3^.  6,^.  c.ich  ;  post  Svo,  illu'itrateil  honrd';,  or.  ench. 


A   Model  Father. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero. 
Cynic  Fortune.     Inntisp. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Mature. 


First  Person   Slnjjular. 
Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenr^cs. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 

Joseph's  Coat,    i^  lllusts. 

Coals  of  Fire.    3  lUusts. 

Vai  Strange. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  'World.         

A  Capful  o'  Nails.    Crown  8to.  clotli.  jr.  6rf.  [Sho,-//;. 

Mount  DesDalr,  ^tc.     ^\icli  i"roiitispicce  l>y  GRHNVILLE  MantoM.  Crown  8vo.  cloth,  y.  6,f. 

The  Mailing  of  a  Novelist:  An  Experiment  iu  Autobio^r.ipliy.  Witli  a  Collotype  i'ortrait  and 

^'i^lette.     Crown  8vo.  art  linen.  6s. 

Murray  (D.  Christie)  and  Henry  Herman,  Novels    by. 

Crown  Svo.  duth  extra,  y.  dd,  eacli ;  post  Svo.  illustrate  I  boTrtN.  ds.  each. 
One  Traveller  Returns.  I         The  Bishops'  Bible. 

Paul  Jones's  Alias,  i-c.    With  Illustrations  by  A.  Foresiier  and  G.  NicoLET. 

Murray  (Henry),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  e.nch  ;  cloth,  ar.  6</.  each. 
A  Game  of  BIufT.  I       A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

Newbolt  (Henry). — Taken  from  the  Enemy.   Fop.  Svo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 
Nisbet  (Hume),  Books  by. 

'  Ball  Up.'    Criiwn  Svo.  cloth  extra,  jf.  M. :  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  as. 
Dr.  Bernard  St.  Vincent.    Fost  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  iu. 

Lessons  In  Art.    With  21  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ar.  6d. 

Where  Art  Begins.    With  27  Illustrations.     Square  Svo.  cloth  extra,  ts.  6tt. ^^ 

Norris  (W.  E.),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Saint  Ann's. |       Billy  Bellevy.    Frontispiece  by  F.  H.  TOWNSEND. 

O'Hanlon  (Alice),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zs.  each. 

The  Unforeseen.      |       Chance  ?   or  Fate  ? 

Ohnet  (Georges),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Doctor  Rameau.  |       A  Last  Love. 

A  Weird  Gift.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  6J. ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards,  ar. 

Oliphant  (Mrs.),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  as.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path.  |       Whiteladies. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  In  England. 

O'Reilly  (Mrs.). — Phcsbe's  Fortunes.     Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  25. 
Ouida,  Novels  by.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.,  3$.  6d.  ea.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,2s.  ea, 

FoUe-Farlne. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pascarel.         I      SIgna. 
Two  Wooden  Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Ariadne.         I  Friendship^ 
A  Village  Commune. 


Held  In  Bondage. 

Trlcotrin. 

Btrathmore, 

Chandos. 

Cecil  Castlemalne's  Cage 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Puck.       I     Idalia. 


Moths.     I     Piplstrello. 
In  Maremma.    i     Wanda. 
Bimbi.         j         Syrlin. 
Frescoes.         I     Othmar. 
Princess  Napraxln«>. 
Gullderoy.  Rullino. 

Two  Ollenders. 


SquTrc  Svo.  cloth  extra.  %s.  each. 
BImbt.     With  Nine  Illustrations  liy  KUMl'M)  II.  GARKlilT. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders,  &c.    With  Six  Illustrations  by  EUML'.VD  II.  GARRETT. 

Banta  Barbara,  •5:c.    Square  Svo,  cloth.  6s. ;  crown  Svo.  cloth,  jr.  6./. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ir. 
Under  Tata  Flags.    Popular  Editio.'>i.    Medium  Svo,  6./. ;  cluih,  is. 

Wisdom,  Wit.  and  Pathos,  selected  from  the  Works  of  OL'IDA  by  F.  SYD.NBY  MORRIS.     Post 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  sj.— ClUiAI'  EUITIO.S,  illustrated  boards,  as. 


Pa^e  (H.  A.),  Works  by. 

Thoreau:  His  Life  and  Aims.     With  Portrait.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  af.  «rf. 
Animal  Anecdotes.    Arnnged  on  a  New  Principle.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  S». 

Pandurang  Hari;    or.  Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.      With  Preface  by  Sir 

Baktle  IRI-.RE.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y.  M. ;  pott  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  zt.  

Parker    (Rev.   Joseph,    D.D.).— Might    Have    Been:     some^lCife 

Notes.     Crown  Svo,  cloth.  6s.  [Shortly. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.      A  Newr  Translation,   with   Historical 

Inrrothirtion  and  Nofs  t.v  T.  Mi  rif.  n.n.     Post  Svo.  clolh  limp,  jr. 

Paul  (Margaret   A.).— 'Jentle  and  Simple.    Crown  Svo,  clolh,  with 

Front  tpieco  by  HEUUN      PATeKSO.v,  y,  6rf,  pgjt  Evo.  iJlustraled  boards,  it. 
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Payn  (James),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6d.  each  ;  post  Sivo.  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each, 
liost  Sir  Massingberdi 
Walter's  Word. 

Less  Black  than  We're  Painted. 
By  Proxy.  |     For  Casta  Only. 

High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 

A  Confldential  Agent.    With  12  Illusts. 
A  Crape  from  a  Itaorn.    with  iz  lUusts. 


Holiday  Tasks. 

The  Canon's  Ward.    With  Portrait 

The  Talk  of  the  Town.     With  12  lUusls. 

GloviT-Worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  MlrUndga. 

The  W^ord  and  the  Y/ill. 

The  Burnt  Million. 

Sunny  Stories.       I     A  Trying  Patient, 


Humorous  Stories.  |     From  £xlle. 

Tiie  Foster  Brothers. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

Married  Beneath  Him. 

Bentinck"s  Tutor.  1  A  County  Family. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Woman's  'Vengeance. 

Carlyons  'Vear.       |    Cecil's  Tryst. 

Murphy's  Master.  1    At  Her  Mercy. 


Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2^.  each. 


The  ClytTards  of  ClyfTe. 

Found   Dead.   I  Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Mirk  Abbey.    |  A  Marine  Residence. 

Some  Private  Views. 

Not  Wooed,  But  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Re^vard. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Halves.  I   V/hat  He  Cost  Her. 

Fallen  Fortunes.!  Kit:  A  Memory. 

A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 


In  Peril  and  Privation.     \\'ith  17  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6J. 

Notes  from  the  '  Nav/s.'     Cruun  8vo,  portrait  cover,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  o.t 

Payne  (Will). — Jerry  the  Dreamer.     Crown  8vo,  cloih,  35.  6d, 
Pennell  (fi.  Cholmondeley),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  ea. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.     With  illustrations. 

Pegas'as  Re-Saddled.     With  Ten  fuU-pasre  Illustrations  by  G.  DiJ  MauriER. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfair  :    Vers  Je  Soci.'te.     Selected  by  11.  C.  Ff.XNRLL. 

Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  15.  ea.  ;  cloth,  15.  61  ea. 

Beyond  the  Gates.         |     An  Old  Maid's  Paradise.   |      Burglars  In  Paradise. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.    Illustrated  byC  w7  RIiF.d!    Crown  gvo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.  bd. 

Phil  May's  Sketch  =  Book.     Containing  50  lull-page  Drawings,     Imp. 

4to,  art  canvae,  gilt  top,  le^-.  6d. 

Phipson    (Dr.    T.    L.).— Famous  Violinists    and    Fine  Violins: 

Historical  No'es,  Anecdotes,  and  Reminiscences.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  5J. 

Pirkis~(C~L.),  NoveIsl>y. 

Trooping  with  Crows.     Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover,  it. 
Lady  Lovelace.     Post  S^o,  illustrated  boards,  is. 


Planche  (J.  R.),  Works  by. 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arnis.     With  Six  Plates  and  20Q  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  -js.  6ii. 
Songs  and  Poeir.s.  tSio-iS.-g.     With  Introduction  hv  Mrs.  MaCKARNESS.     Crown  Svo.  cloth,  6.r. 

Plutarch's    Lives   of   Illustrious   Men.     Witti  Notes  and  a  Life  of 

Plutarch  by  JOHM  and  WM.  I.ANCIIOrn'h,  and  Portraits.     Two  Vols.,  doiny  Svo.  half-bound    loi-.  bd. 

Poe's  (Ed)?ar  Allan)  Choice  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry.    With  Intro- 
duction by  CK.\RI,ES  B.M'DEL.AIRE.  Portrait  and  Facsimiles.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  7.^.  6d. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  Ac.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ■:s.    


Pollock   (W.  H.). — The  Charm,  and  other  Drawing-room   F'lays.     By 

Sir  Walter  Be=ant  and  Walter  n.  PolI-OCK.    50  Illustr<t'ons.    Cr.  Svo.  cloth  gilt,  6.f.  [Shortiy. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  25. 

Porter  (John).— Kinjjsclere.      Edited  by  Bvron  Webber.     With  ig 

full-pasre  and  many  smaller  Illustrations.     Second  Edition,     nemy  Svo.  cloth  decorated,  i8j. 

Praed  (Mrs.  Campbell),  Novels  by.     Post  Svo.  ilhist   bds.,  25.  each. 

The  Romance  of  a  Station^ |  The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth,  35-.  td.  each  ;  post  Svo,  boards,  ^s.  each. 

Outlavir  and  La'wmaker.         j  Christina  C'nard.  With  Frontispiece  by  W.  Pacpt. 

Mrs.  Tregaskiss.    With  S  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. [ygw.  iSgy 

PricME7^C7)rrNovels^by. 

Crowu  Svo,  cloth  e.\tra,  3^.  6d.  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2J-.  each. 

'Valentlna.  I     The  Foreigners. |     fflrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

Gerald.    Post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2j. ^ 

Princess  Olga. — Radna:  A  Novel.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
Proctor  (Richard  A.,  B.A.),  Works  by. 

Flo'wers  of  the  Sky     With  55  Illustrations.     Small  crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.    With  Star  Maps  for  every  Night  in  the  'i'ear.    Crowu  Svo,  cloth,  6j. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  ci'ra,  d:. 

Saturn  and  its  System.    With  13  Steel  Plates.    Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  loj.  6d. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  ij, 

Tlie  Universe  of  Suns.  itc.    With  numerous  Illustrations.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6|. 

'58? ages  and  Wants  of  Science  Workerg.    Crowji  Svo,  \s.  6r^. 


CHATTO  &  WINDIJS,  iio  &  lit  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.       19 
Pryce  (Richard).— Miss  Maxwell's  Affections.     Crown  8vo,  cloth, 

with  Frontispiece  by  IIAL  LUDLOW,  y.  6./.;   post  8vo.  illiir.tratcd  hoards,  2S. 

Rambosson  (J.).— Popular  Astronomy.    Translated  by  C.  B.  Pit- 
man.   With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  numerous  lll.istraiions.     Crewn  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7x^6./. 

Randolph  (Lieut.=CoI.  George,  U.S.A.).  — Aunt  Abigail  Dykes: 

A  Novel.     Crown  Svo,  clolh  extra,  ys.  bJ. 

Reade's  (Charles)  Novels. 

A  New  Collected  LlISRARY  El'ITION,  complete  in  Seventeen  Volumes,  set  !n  new  lon°^  primer  type, 
printcii  on  laid  paper,  and  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  price  y.  6rf.  each,  is  now  publishinj;  as  folio 


1.  Peg  Wofflngton;  and  Christie   John- 

stone. 

2.  Hard  Cash. 

3.  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.     With  a 

I'r.-I.ice  l>v  Sir  WaI.  1  1-;k   111  S an T. 

4.  *  It  is  Never  too  Late  to  Mend.' 

5.  The  Cours3  of  True  Love  Never  Did 

Run   Smooth;   and  Slngleheart  and 
Doubleface. 

6.  The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 

of  all  Trades;    A  Hero  and  a  Mar- 
tyr i  and  Tlie  Wandering  Heir. 


Love  Me  Little.  Love  nie  Long. 

8.  The  Double  Marriage. 

9.  Griffith  Gaunt. 
10.  Foul  Play. 

u.  Put  Yourself  In  His  Placfl, 
:2.  A  Terrible  Temptation. 

13.  A  Simpleton. 

14.  A  Woman-Hater.  [Ort. 

15.  The    Jilt,    and    other  Storirs ;      and    Good 

Stories  of  Men  &  other  Anfmals.[AT. 
j6.  A  Perilous  Secret.  (/><. 

17.  Readiana;  &  Bible  Characters.[7''>'<-'97 


In  Twenty-one  Volumes,  post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
P- j  WofRngton.     I     Christie  Johnstone.     1     Hard  Cash  |     GrtfUth  Gaunt. 

Mt  is  Never  Too  Lato  to  Mand.'  Foul  Play.    I    Put  Yourself  in  iiis  Placa. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  Did  Run  A  Terrible  Temptation. 

Smooth.  A  Simpleton.     I     The  Vi^anderlng  Heir. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;   Jack  of     I     A  Wonian-Hatsr. 

all  Trades  :  nni!  James  Lair.bcrt.  1     Singieheart  and  Doubleface. 

I/ovc  Me  Little.  Love  Ma  Long.  I     Good  Stories  of  Men  and  other  Animals. 

T'le  Double  Marriage.  The  Jilt,  and  otlur  bloiics. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  I     A  Perilous  Secret.         |     Readiana. 

Popular  Er)iTiONS.  medium  Svo.  '>.i.  each  :  cloth,  u.  each. 
'It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.'  |     The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 

Peg  WoBington ;  and  Christie  Johnstone. 

•It  Is  Never  Too  Late  to  mend*  .and  The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth  In  One  Volume, 

mediuiu  Svo.  cloth.  -2!. 

Christie  Johnstone.  With  Frontispiece.  Choicely  printed  in  Elzevirstyle.  Fcap.  Svo.  half-Roxb.2J.6(/, 

Peg  Woffington.    Choicely  printed  in  Elzevir  style.     Fcap.  Svo.  half-Roxburghe,  is.  M. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  In  Four  Vols.,  post  Svo,  with  an  Introduction  bv  Sir  Waltfr  BR- 
SANT.  and  a  Frontispiece  to  each  Vol  ,  14J.  the  set ;  and  the  ILLU.STRATED  LIBRARY  EDITION, 
\vi;h  Illustrations  on  every  pa^e.  Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  gilt,  42.f.  net. 

Bible  Characters.    Fcap.  Svo,  Icatliereite.   ts. 

Selections  from  tne  WorKs  of  Charles  Reade.  With  an  Introduction  by  Mrs.  ALEX.  IRB- 
LA.ND.     Crown  Svo,  buckram,  with  Port  rait.  6s.  ;  CHEAP  EPITIO.S'.  post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  aj.  6J. 

Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by. 

Weird  Stories,    Crown  £vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6//. ;  postSvo.  illustrated  boards,  at. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2j.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House.                            I       Fairy  Water. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party.            Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Mystery  In  Palace  Gardens. I        The  Nuns  Curse.     I    Idle  Tales. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by.     Square  8vo.  cloth  gilt,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Our  Ola  Country  Tow^ns.     With  t;.  Illustrations  bv  the  Author. 

Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow.    With  50  Illustrations  by  the  Author. 

About  England  ■ailta  Olcltons.    With  58  Illustrations  by  C.  A.  VanuilkhoOF  and  A.  RiMMER. 

Rives  (Amelie). — Barbara  Dering.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6J.; 

post  8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2S. 

Robinson    Crusoe.      By  Daniel  Defoe.      With  37  Illustrations  by 

(;f.0RCE  CRUtKSHANK.     Post  Svo,  halfcloth,  ax. ;  cloth  extra,  gilt  eriges,  ts.  6,/. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Women  are  Strange.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. 

The  Hands  of  Justice.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6./.  |  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zi. 

The  Woman  In  the  Dark.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  td. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s,  each. 

The  Poets'  Birds.  |     The  Poets'  Beasts. 

The  Poets  and  Nature:  Reptiles,  Fishes,  and  Insects. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral   Reflections.      With  Notes 

and  an  Introductory  Essay  by  SaintfUiuvb.     Post  Svo,  cloth  lunp,  -zs. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The:   A  List  of  the  riincip,il  Warriors  who 

came  from  Nvmiandy  with  ^\  iliiam  the  Conqueror,  1066.    Printed  in  Cold  .and  Colours,  jx. 
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Rosengarten  (A.).— A  Handbook  of  Architectural  Styles.  Trana- 

latcd  by  W.  COLLETT-Sandars.     With  630  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  6J. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Worics  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.    Uitli  numerous  Illustration'! 
More  Puniana.    Pr»fnscly  lUuiitrnted, 


Runciman  (James),  Stories  by.     Post  8vo,  bds.,  2s.  ea;  cl. ,  25.  6.;/  ea. 

Skippers  and  Shellbacks.  I       Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 

Schools  and  Scholars. 


Russell  (Dora),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  35.  6d.  each. 

A  Country  Sweetheart.  |       The  Drift  of  Fate. 


Russei!  (W.  Clark),  Novels,  &c.,  by. 


Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  v.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  qs.  each  ;  cloth  limp,  sj-.  6tf.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Flre.  —       — 

In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyafe'e  to  the  Cape. 


A   Book   for  the  Hammock. 

The  Mystery  of  the  'Ocean  Star.' 


The   Romance  of  Jenny  Uarlowe. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy. 
My  Shipmate  Louise. 
Alone  on  a  Wide  Wide  Sea. 


Is  He  the  Man? 
he  Good  Ship 'Mohock 


Crown  8vo,  cloth,  3s.  6d.  each. 


The  Phantom  Death,  Sic.    With  Frontispiece. 
The  Convict  Ship. 


Heart  of  Oak. 

The  Tale  of  the  Ten.    With  12  Illustra- 
tions by  G.  Mom  liAKU.  [jUar.  ii:<jj. 


On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ss.  ;  cloth  limp,  ;s.  6d. 


Saint  Aubyn  (Alan),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  is.  each. 
A  Fellow-  of  Trinity.    With  a  Note  by  Oliver  Wkndell  Holmes  and  a  Frontispiece. 
The  Junior  Dean.  |     The  Master  of  St.  Eeuediofs.   |     To  His  Own  Master. 

Orchard  Damcrel. 

Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  boards,  is.  6d.  each. 
The  Old  Maid's  Sweetheart.  |        Modest  Little  Sara. 

Crown  6vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6d.  each. 
In  the  Face  of  tha  \irorld.  I         The  Tremlett  Diamonds. 


Sala  (George  A.).— Gaslight  and  Daylight.     Post  8vo,  boards,  zs. 
Sanson.  —  Seven  Generations  of  Executioners:    Memoirs  of   the 

Sanson  Family  (1688  to  1847).    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6./. 

Saunders  (John),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  y.  U.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  zj-.  each. 
Guy  Waterman.  |     The  Lion  In  the  Path.        J     The  Two  Dreamers. 

Bound  to  the  'Wheel.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6,/. 


Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  eacli. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth.  I  Heart  Salvage. 

The  High  Mills.  |  Sebastian. 

Joan  Merry-weather.    Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 
Gideon's  Rock.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  (>d. 


Scotland  Yard,  Past  and  Present:  Experiences  of  Thirty-seven  Years. 

By  Ex-Chief-Inspector  CaVANAGH.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  qs.  :  cloth,  2^.  Cti. 

Secret  Out,  The  :  One  Thousand  Tricks  with  Cards ;  with  Entertain- 

ing  Experiments  in  Drawing-room  or  '  Wliite '  Magic.   By  W.  H.  CremkB.   With  300  Illustrations.   Crown 
8vo,  clotfa  extra,  4J.  6rf. 

Seguin  (L.  G.),  Works  by. 

The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play  (Oberammergau)  and  the  Highlands  of  Bavaria.    With 

Map  and  37  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3j-.  ad. 
Walks  in  Algiers.    With  Two  Maps  and  16  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6j. 

Senior  (Wm.).— By  Stream  and  Sea.     Post  8vo,  cloth,  is.  6d. 


Sergeant  (Adeline).— Dr.  Endicott's  Experiment.    Cr.  8vo,  35.  6d. 
Shakespeare  for  Children:    Lamb's  Tales  from    Shakespeare, 

Witli  Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by  J.  MOYR  S.MITH.    Crown  4to,  cloth  tilt,  31.  (>d. 
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Sharp  (William).— Children  of  To=morrow.  Crown  8vo,  cloth,  6s. 
Shelley's  (Percy  Bysshe)  Complete  Works  In  Verse  and  Prose. 

Editcil,  Prefaced,  and  Annotated  by  R.  HliRM-;  SIlliPHEKD.    Five  Vols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  id.  each. 
Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. : 
VoL      I.  Introduction  by  the  Editor  :    Posthumous  Pr.igTiionts  of  Margaret  Nicholson ;    Shelley  s  Torre, 
spondeiice  with  Stockdalc ;    The  W.anderinir  Jew  :    Queen   Mab.  with  the  Notes;    Alastor, 
and  other  Poems ;  Rosalind  and  Hele*  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adon.ais,  &c. 
II.  Laon  and  Cythna  ;    The  Cenci ;    Julian  and  Maddiilo  ;   Swelll'oa  the  Tyrant;    The  Witch  of 
Atl.as  ;  EpVsychidion  :  Hellas. 
„    III.  Posthumous  Poems;  The  Masque  of  Ancs-chy;  and  other  Pieces. 
Prose  Works,  in  Two  \'oIs. : 
VoL      I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St.  Irvyne  :  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets ;  A  Refu- 
tation of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leii;h  Hunt,  and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 
„      II.  The  Essays  ;    Letters  from  Abroad  ;    Translations  and  Frajnnents.  edited  by  Mrs.  SHULLEV. 
With  a  Biosrajihy  of  Shelley,  and  an  Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 
**•  Also  a  few  copici  of  a  LARGE-PAPER  EDITION.  5  vols.,  cloth,  £3  lis.  64. 

Sheridan  (General  P.  H.),  Personal  Memoirs  of.   With  Portraits, 

Maps,  and  Facsimiles.    Two  Vols.,  demy  8vo,  cloth,  2.^^. 

Sheridan's   (Richard    Brinsley)    Complete   Works,  with  Life  and 

Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  hisW.rks  in  Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations,  Speeches, 
anil  lokos.    With  10  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  half.bound,  -js.  6,{. 

The  Rivals,  The  School  for  Scandal,  and  other  Plays.    Pest  Svo,  h.alf-bound,  21. 

Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals  and  The  School  for  Scandal.  Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction and  Notes  to  each  Pl.iy.  .md  a  Biographical  Sketch,  by  BRA.NDER  MaitHEWS.  With 
Illustrations.      De:ny  Svo,  half-parchment,  12s.  6ii. 

Sidney's   (Sir  Philip)   Complete    Poetical    Works,   including  all 

those  in  '  Arcadia.'    With  Portrait,  Memorial  Introduction,  Notes,  i-c,  by  the  Rev.  A.  B.  GroSART, 
D. U.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  i8j. 

Sijfnboards  :  Their  History,  including  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns  and 

Remarkable  Characters.    By  J.\COB  LaRWOOD  and  JOHN  CAMDEN  IIOTTEN.    With  Coloured  Frontis- 
piece and  94  Illustrations.    Crown  Kvo,  cloth  extra,  ys.  (ui. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  zr.  each ;  cloth  limp,  «.  M.  each. 
Rogues  and   Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'   Bells. 
Mary   Jane's   Memoirs. 
Mary  Jane   Married. 
TiDkletop's  Crime. 
Zeph :   A  Circus  Stor>-,  &c. 


Tales  of  To-day. 

Dramas  of  Life.    With  60  Illustrations. 

Memoirs  of  a   Landlady. 

My  Two   Wives. 

Scenes   from   the   Showr. 

The  Ten  Commandmonts:  Stories. 


Crown  Svo.  picture  cover,  is.  each ;  clo;-'i,  is.  6d.  each. 
How  the  Poor  Live;    and   Horrible  London. 
The   Dagonet  Reciter  and   Reader:    Being  Readings  and  Recitations  in  Prose  and  Verse, 

selected  from  his  own  Works  bv  Gkokge  R.  SllIS. 
Tlie  Case  of  George  Candlemas.  I        Dagonet  Ditties.    (From  T/ie  Keyiree.\ 


Dagonet  Abroad.    Crown  Svo,  clotli,  jr.  6<f. 


Sister  Dora:    A  Biography.    By  Margaret  Lonsdale.     With   Four 

Illustrations.     Demy  Svo,  picture  cover,  41/. :  cloth,  6Y. 

Sketchley  (Arthur).— A  Match  in  the  Dark.     Post  8vo.  boards.  2?. 
Slang   Dictionary  (The)  :    Etymological,   Historical,   and  Anecdotal. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6J. 

Smart  (Hawley).— Without  Love  or  Licence:    A  Novel.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  ^s-  Ck/.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  rj. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by. 

The  Prince  of  Argolis.    With  iw  Illustrations.     Post  8vq,  cloth  extra,  jr.  6ti. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch.    With  numerous  Illustrations.     Po>it  Svo,  cloth,  6x. 

Society  in  London.     Crown  8vo,  is. ;  cloth,  15.  6d. 

Society  in  Paris:    The  Upper  Ten  Thousand.      A  Series  of  Letters 

from  Count  PAUL  Vasili  to  a  Young  French  Diplomat.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  ftr. 

Somerset  (Lord  Henry). — Songs  of  Adieu.     Small  4to,  Jap.  vel.,&s. 
Spalding  (T.  A.,  LL.B.).— Elizabethan  Demonology:   An  Essay 

OQ  the  Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils.    Crown  Bvo,  cluth  extra,  ^s. 
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Speight  (T.  W.),  Novels  by. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ar.  each. 


The  KyEteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
By  Devious  Ways,  &c. 
Hoodwinked:  &  Saudycroft  Mystery, 
The   Golden   Hoop. 
Eack  to  Life. 


The  Londwrater  Tragedyi 
Burgo's   Romance. 
Quittance    In   Full. 
A  Husband  from  th«  Saih 


Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  is.  6J.  each. 
A  Barren  Titla.  I        Wife   or  No  WU«T        ^ 

Crov.-n  Svo.  cloth  extra,  y.  6d.  each. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea.  I    The  C»ey  Monk.    |    The  Mastep  of  Trenanea.      [-.'ifar.  1897. 

Spenser  for  Children.    Bv  M.  H.  Towry.    With  Coloured  Illustrations 

by  Walter  J.  Mokgaji.     Crown  4t"o,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  ed. 

Stafford  (John). — Doris  and  I,  &c.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  6i. 
Starry  Heavens  (The)  :  A  Poetical  Birthday  Book.     Royal  i6mo, 

cloth  extra,  qs.  6d. 

Stedman   (E.  C),  Works  by.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  gs.  each. 

Victorian  Poets.  I        The  Poets   of  America. 

Stephens  (Riccardo,  r.I.B.). — The  Cruciform  Mark:  The  Strange 

Story  of  RiCllARU  Tregenna,  Bachelor  of  Medicine  (Univ.  Eiliub.)    Crown  Evo,  cloth.  6s. 

Sterndale  (R.  Armitage).— The  Afghan  Knife:   A  Novel.    Crown 

Svf),  cloth  extra,  3J.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2S, 

Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  Works  by.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  25.  6.^.  ea. 

Travels  with  a  Donltcy.    With  a  Frmtispiece  by  WALTER  CRANE. 
An  Inland  Voyage.    With  a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 


Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  6s.  each. 
FamtHar  Btndie?  of  KTen  and   Books. 

The   Silverado   Squatters.    With  1-rontispiece  by  J.  D.  Strong. 
The   Merry   Men.  1     Underwoods :    Poems. 

Memorias   and    Portraits. 

Virginibus   Pueri^que.  and  other  Papers.     |     Ballads.  |     Prince  OttOt 

Across    the    Plains,  with  other  Aiemories  and  Essays. 
Weir  of  Heriniston.    (1<..  L.  stevenso.n's  Last  Work.) 

Bon^s  of  Travel.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  3^. 

Nevir  Arabian  Nights.    Crown  Svo,  buckram,  gilt  top,  fir. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ei. 

The  Suicide   Club;   and   The   R.i1ah's   Diamond.    (From  NEW  ARABIAN  NIGHTS.)    With 

Ei„iit  Iliustratijus  by  W.  J.  HhnnessV.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  j.r. 
The   Edinburgh   Edition   of  the  Works   of  Robert   Louis  Stevenson.     Twenty-seven 

Vols.,  doniy  Svo.     This  Edition  (which  is  hmited  to  1,000  copiesi  is  Sold  in  Sets  only,  the  price  of 
which  may  be  learned  from  the  Bo.ksellars.     The  First  \  olume  was  published  Nov.,  1894. 

Stoddard  (C.  Warren).— Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

Illustrated  by  WaLLIS  ^IACKAY.     Crown  Svo,  cl.;th  extra,  y.  6d. 

Stories  from    Foreign   Novelists.      With  Notices  by   Helen  and 

Alice  ZimmerN.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^.  6./. ;  post  Svo,  illi;strated  boards,  ss. 

Strange   Manuscript    (A)    Found   in  a  Copper  Cylinder.    Crown 

Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  19  Illustrations  by  GILBERT  GAUL,  5.?.  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2J. 

Strange  Secrets.     Told  by  Percy  Fitzgerald,  Conan  Doyle,  Flor- 
ence marryat.  <s:c.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  ar. 

Strutt  (Joseph).  — The  Sports  and  Pastimes  of  the  People  of 

England  ;  iiicludin;^  the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations,  Mav  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c.,  ftom 
the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present  Time.  Edited  by  WILLIAM' KONE.  With  140  Illustrations.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

Swift's  (Dean)  Choice  ^^'^orks,  in  Prose  and  Verse.     With  Memoir, 

Portrait,  and  Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  '  Gulliver's  Travels.'    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  -s.  6d. 

CuUlvar's  Travels,  and  A  Tr-la  of  a  Tub.    Post  Svo,  haL^-bound,  ar. 
Jonathan  Swift:  A  Study,    Ey  J.  Ciiukton  Collins.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra  8x. 
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Swinburne  (Algernon  C),  Works  by. 


Selections  from  tho  Poetical  Works  of 

A.  C.  Swinburne,    l-aii.  sn'.  "s. 
Atalanta  In  Calydon      Cr.iwn  8vo,  6j. 
Chastelard  :  A  Tr.ise.ly.    Crown  8vo,  ts. 
Poems  and  Ballads.    First  Series.   Crown 

8v.).  or  fcip.  8vo.  ot. 

Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series.  Crown 

8vo.  t)S. 

Poems  A  Ballads.  TiiirpSkries.  Cr.Svo.yj. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.    Crown  Svo,  lav.  6<t 
Bothwell  :   A  Tr  ii;eiiy.     Crown  8vo,  12s.  Cxi. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.    Crown  8vo,  dr. 
George  Chapman.    (Srf  Vol.  11.  of  G.  Chap- 
man s  Wijrks.)     Cro-Aii  3vo,  6j. 
Essays  and  Studies.    Crown  8vo,  i;j. 
Erechtheus:  A   rraj,'idy.     Crown  Svo,  6r. 
A  Note  on  Charlotte  Bronte.    Cr.  Rvo,  6s. 


A  Study  of  Shakespeare.    Crown  8vo,  Ss. 

ScnFIs  of  tho  Springtides.    CiownSvo,  &r. 

Studies  in  Song.    i.  row  n  8vo,  7J-. 

Mary  Stuart:  A  Trai,'ciiy.    Crown  8vo,  Rr. 

Tristram  of  Lyonesse.    Crown  8vo,  tj. 

A  Century  of  Roundels.    Small  4to,  ff. 

A  Midsummer  Holiday.    Crown  8io,  7^. 

Marino  Faliero  :  A  Tragedy.    Crown  tivo,  dr. 

A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Crown  8vo,6j. 

Miscellanies.    Crown  8vo.  12J. 

Locrine  :  A  Tragedy.     Crown  8vo,  6s. 

A  Study  of  Ben  Jonson.    Crown  Evo,  7X. 

The  Sisters  :  A  Trajjcdy.    Crown  8vo,  6s. 

Astrophel,  &:c.     Crown  Evo,  -s. 

Studies  In  Prose  and  Poetry.    Cr.  8vo,  ^r. 

The  Tale  of  Balen.     Crown  8vo,  ys. 


Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours:  In  Search  of  the  Picuresque,  in  Search 

of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a  Wife.     Willi  ROWLANDSON'S  Coloured  Illuslrations,  and  Life  of  tlio 
Author  by  J.  C.  lloin  UN.     Crown  fvo.  cUlll  i:\tra.  is.  6d. 

Taine's  History  of  English  Literature.    Translated  by  Henry  Van 

I.AUN.     Four  Vols.,  small  demy  8vo,  cloth  boards,  3ax.— POPULAR  EDITION,  Two  Vols.,  large  crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  15/. 

Taylor  (Bayard).  —  Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club:    Burlesques  of 

Modem  Writers.     Post  Svo,  cloth  liuip.  is. 

Taylor  (Dr.  J.  E.,  F.L.S.),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  55.  each. 

The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of  Plants:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and  Conduct  of  th,-  Vegetable 

K;n^.;   ;]i.     W  ::h  .1  Coloured  l-rontispiece  and  loo  Illubtr.ntions. 
Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and  Where  to  Find  Tliem.    With  331  Illustrations. 
The  Playtime  Naturalist.    With  366  Illustrations. 

Taylor     (Tom).  —  Historical     Dramas.        Containing    '  Clancartv,' 

Jeanne  D.irc,' • 'Twixt  Aie  and  Crown,' "The  Fool's  Revenge,"  '  Arkwrijjht's  Wife,    'Anne  Eoleyn, 
■  Piot  and  Passion.'    Crown  fvo.  clotli  extra,  ts.  6d. 

***  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  separately,  at  ts.  each. 

Tennyson  (Lord)  :  A  Biographical  Sketch.    By  H.  J.  Jennings.     Post 

8vo,  portr.-.it  cover,  is. :  cloth,  is.  6J. 

Thackerayana :  Notes  and  Anecdotes,    With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and 

Hundreds  of  Sketches  by  WILLIAM  MaKEPF. ACE  THACKER.W.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  e.Mra.  7^.  6d. 

Thames,  A  New  Pictorial    History  of  the.     By  A.  S.  Krausse. 

AVith  j.io  Illuslmtions.     Post  Svo,  is. :  cloth,  is.  f>,i. 

Thiers  (Adolphe).  —  History  of  the  Consulate  and   Empire  of 

France  under  Nap.jlcon.    Translated  t.y  D.  FoitliES  CAMPIiELL  and  JOHN  SteuBING.    With  36  Steel 
Plates.     12  Vois.,  demy  Svo,  cloth  eitra,  12s.  eath. 

Thomas  (Bertha),  Novels  by.    Cr.  8vo.  cl.,  3s.  6^.  ea,;  post  Svo,  2s.  ea. 

The  Yiolin-Player.  I     Proud  Malsle. 

Cresslda.    Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards.  2s. 

Thomson's  Seasons,  and  The  Castle  of  Indolence.      With   Intro- 

duc'.ion  by  ALLAN  CUNNINGHAM,  and  48  lllustr.ations.     Post  Svo.  half-bound,  is. 

Thornbury  (Walter),  Books  by. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of  J.  HI.  W.  Turner.    'With  Illustrations  in  Colours.    Crown 
3vo,  oloth  extra,  ;j-.  6.^.  

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. I     Tales  tor  the  Marines. 

Timbs  (John),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6J.  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life  In  London:   Anecdotes  of  its  Famous  Coifee-houses 

Hos:elries  and  Tav<T.is.     W  iti  j;  lilii-liatiuns. 
English  Eccentrics  and  Eccentricities:  .Stories  of  Delusions,  Impostures,  S(>ortin|;  Scenes, 
Eccentric  Artists,  Theatrical  I^olk,  &c.     With  48  illustrations. 

Transvaal  (The).    By  John  de  Villiers.     With  Map.     Crown  Svo,  15. 
Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by. 

Crown  8vo,  ckith  extra,  y.  6d.  each  ;   post  Rvo,  illustrated  boards,  rr.  each. 
The   'Way  We  Live  Now.  I     Mr.  Scarborouf<h'8   Family. 

Frau   Frohmann.  |     The   Land-Leaguers. 

Post  Svo,  illuitra;.- J  boards,  =j.  each. 
Kept  In  the   Dark.  I     The  American   Senator. 

?lie  Golden  Lion  ot  Granpers,  1    John   Caldlgato.  |     Karlon  F&p. 
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Trollope  (Frances  E.).  Novels  by. 

Crown  8v'o.  clolli  extra,  3^.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
Like  Ships  Upon  the  Sea.    |     I/Iabel's  Progress.  |     Anne  Furnass. 

TroIIope  (T.  A.).— Diamond  Cut  Diamond.    Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2$, 
Trowbridge  (J.  T.).— Farnell's  Folly.     Post  8vo,  illust,  boards,  2s. 
Twain    (Mark),   Books  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  yj.  6d.  each. 

The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain.    Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by  tlie  Author.    With 

T.ile.  Portrait,  and  nmnennis  Illustrations. 
Roughing  It ;  and  The  Innocents  at  Home,    With  200  Illustrations  by  F,  A.  Fr.\ser. 
Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour.    Uith  197  Illustrations. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  (illustrated),  7^.  6d.  each  ;  post  8vo,  Illustrated  boards,  2J.  each. 
The  Innocents  Abroad:  or.  The  New  Pilsjrim  s  Progress.     With  234  Illustrations.    {The  Two  Shil- 
ling'IMition  is  entitled  Mark  Twain's  Pleasure  Trip.) 
The  Gilded  Age.    By  M.^kk  Twain  and  C.  D.  W.\rn'er.    With  212  Illustrations, 
The  Adventures  of    Tom  Sawyer.    With  ni  Illustrations. 
A  Tratnp  Abroad,     \\iili  .ii4  Illustrations. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper.    With  r^n  Illustrations. 
Llfa  on  the  rais5iissippi.     With  300  Illustrations. 

The  Adventures  of  Huckleberry  Finn,    With  174  Illustrations  hv  E.  W.  KFMnt.E, 
A  Yankee  at  the  Court  of  King  Arthur,    With  220  Illustrations  by  Dan  Beard. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  e.\tra,  ■y.  6:i.  each. 
The  American  Claimant.    With  8r  Illustrations  by  HAL  HURST  and  others. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.    With  26  Illustrations  by  Dan.  Beard. 
Pudd'nhead  Wilson.        With  Portrait  and  Six  Illlustrations  by  LOUIS  LOEB. 
Tom  Sawyer,  Detective,  &c.    With  numerous  Illustrations.  [Shortly. 

The  £1,000,000  Bank-Note.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  y-  6,i. ;  post  8vo,  picture  boards  «, 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant,  |      mark  Twain's  Sketches. 


Personal  Recollections  of  Joan  of  Arc,     With  Twelve  Illustrations  by  F.  V.  Dv  MOND. 

Crown  Svo.  clotll.  6j. 

Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser=).— Mistress  Judith:    A  Novel.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  3J.  6*/. ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s, 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by.  ~ 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3?.  61!".  each  ;  post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2i.  each. 
liady   Bell.  1  Buried  Diamonds.  1   The  Blackball  Ghostg, 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2j.  each. 


The   Huguenot  Family, 
Noblesse  Oblige. 
Beauty   and   the  Beast, 
Disappeared, 


■What   She   Came  Through. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 
The  Bride's  Pass. 
Saint  Mungo's  City. 

The  Wacdongld  Iiass,    With  Frontispiece.    Crown  Svo.  cloth.  3s.  6,i. 

Upward  (Allen),  Novels  by. 

The  Queen  Against  Owen.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  with  Frontispiece,  3J.  Sd. ;  post  Svo,  boards,  2s. 
The  Prince  of  Balkistan.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3.?.  6<f. 
A  Crown  of  Straw.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  6s. 

Vashti  and  Esther.     By  -Belle'  of  The  World.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth,  3s.  M. 
Villari  (Linda). — A  Double  Bond:  A  Story,     Fcap.  Svo,  is, 
Vizetelly  (Ernest  A.).— The  Scorpion:  A  Romance  of  Spain.    With 

a  Frontispiece.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  -^s.  6ti. ^ 

VValford  (Edward,  M.A.),  Works  by. 

Walford's  County  Families  of  the   United   Kingdom  (1897),      Containing  the  Descent, 

Birth,  Marriajfe,  Education,  &c.,  of  12,000  Heads  of  Fiuuilies,  their  Heirs,  Offices,  Addresses,  Clubs, 

<5;c.     Royal  Svo,  cloth  g^ilt,  50^. 
Walford's    Shilling    Peerage   (1897).    Containmg  a  List  of  the  House  of  Lords,  Scotch  and 

Irish  Peers,  &c.     3rino.  cloth,  is. 
Walford's    Shilling    Baronetage    (1897),     Containing:  a  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the  United 

Kinfjdom,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses.  &c.     32nio,  cloth,  is. 
V/alford's    Shilling    Knightage    (1897'.     Containing:  a   List  of  the  Knights  of  the   United 

Kini;:do!n,  Biographical  Notices,  Addresses,  «S:c.    32jno,  cloth,  15-. 
Walford's  Shilling  House  of  Commons  (1897),    Containing  a  List  of  all  the  Members  of  the 

New  Parhaiuent,  their  Addresses,  Club>.  &:c.     srmo,  cloth,  is. 
Walford's  Complete  Peerage,  Baronetage,  Knightage,  and  House   of  Commons 

(1897),    Royal  32nio,  cloth,  gilt  edges,  5^-.  l-Tir/'ariit^, 

Tales  ol  our  Great  Families.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  e:ttr3,  ar-  &*. 
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Waller  (S.  E.).— Sebastiani's  Secret.     With  Twelve  full-page  lllus- 

tr.itions  by  the  Author.     Crown  8vo.  cloih.  f-r. [Snorlly. 

Walton  and  Cotton's  Complete   Angler ;    or.  The  Contemplative 

Mans  Recreation,  bv  IZAAK  Wai.DN:  ami  Instructions  How  to  Ani,'le.  for  a  Trout  or  Gr.iylnic  in  a 
.lear  Stre^Tj.  r)v  citARl.US  ConoN.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes  by  Sir  HARRIS  NlCOI.AS,  and  oi 
liUistratioro.    Crown  Kvo,  cloth  antique,  7^.  6.A  

Walt  Whitmr.n,  Poems  by.     Edited,  with  Introduction,  by  William 

.M.  ROSSETTI.     \Viih  Portrait.     Crown  8vo,  hand-made  paper  and  buckram.  6j. 

Ward  (Herbert),  Books  by. 

Five  Years  wltli  the  Congo  Cannibals.    With  0?  Illustrations.     Royal  Svo,  cloth,  us. 

My  lilfe  with  Stanley's  Bear  Guard.    With  Map.    I'ust  Svo,  is.  ;  cloth,  is.  M. 

Warner  (Charles  Dudley).— A  Roundabout  Journey.    Crown  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  6j.  __^ __^__ 

Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.     A  Facsimile,  with  the  59  Signatures 

and  S'o.ils.     Printed  on  paprr  :r.' in.  by  14  in.    2^. 
Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.    A  Facsimile,  mcludmg  Queen  Elizabeth  s  Signa- 
ture and  the  Great  Seal.    zs. 

Washington's  (George)   Rules  of  Civility  Traced  to  their  Sources 

and  Restored  by  MO.NCURE  D.  CONWAV.     Fcap.  Svo,  Japanese  vellum,  zf.  6rf. 

Wassermann  (Lillias),  Novels  by. 

The  Daffodils.     Crown  £vo,  is. ;  cloth,  u.  61/. 


The  Marquis  of  Carabas.     By  AARON  Watson  and  Lillias  Wassermann.     Post  Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the,  with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope. 

By  F.  W.  COKY.     With  Ten  Illustraticns.     Crown  Bvo,  is. ;  cloth,  is.6d. 

Westall  (William),  Novels  by. 

Trust-Money.     Post  Svo.  illustrated  boards,  ^s. ;  cloth,  zr.  6rf. 
Sons  of  Belial.    Cr^wn  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3^-.  6ii. 

Westbury   (Atha).— The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook:   A  Ro- 

mance  of  Maoriland,     Crown  £vo,  cloth,  jr.  6d. 

Whist,  How  to  Play  Solo.     By  Abraham  S.  Wilks  and  Charles  F. 

Pardon.    Post  8vo,  cloth  linvf>,  usi 

White  (Gilbert).— The  Natural  History  of  Seiborne.      Post  8vo. 

printed  on  laid  paper  and  h.ilf-t>onnd.  SJ. 

Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.),  Works  by. 

Science  In  Short  Chapters.    Crown  Rvo.  cloth  extra,  is.  („l. 

A  Simple  Treatisa  on  Heat.    With  Illustr.itions.    Crown  Svo,  cloth,  2j.  6A 

The  Cheinistry  of  Cookery.     Crown  Evo.  cloth  extra,  6.r. 

The  Chemistry  of  Iron  and  Steel  Making.    Crown  8to,  cloth  e^itra,  9JJ        1       -- 

A  Vindication  of  Phrenology.    With  Portrait  and  43  lllusts.  ■  Demy  Svo.  cloth  extra.-iar.  id. 

Williamson  (Mrs.  F.  H.).— A  Child  Widow.     Post  Svo.  bds.,  2j. 


Wills  (C.  J.).— An  Easy=going  Fellow.     Crown  Svo,  cloth,  65. 
Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.),  Works  by. 

Chapters  on  Evolution.    With  =!;o  Illustrations.     Crown  8vn,  cl.th  extra.  7J  td. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note-Book.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  "x.  {•i 

Leisure-Time  Studies.     With  Illustrations.     Crown  Rvo,  cloth  cutra.  6j. 

Studies  in  Life  and  Spnse.    With  njinerons  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra  6s. 

Common  Accidents:  How  to  Treat  Them.    With  lllustr.aiions.    Crown  Bvo,  ij. ;  cloth,  xs.Sd. 

Glimpses  of  Nature.    With  35  Illustrations.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  cxtr.i,  y.  6J. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 

cloth  limp.  c!x.  (xi.  each. 
Cavalry  Life.  I     Regimental  Legends. 

A  Soldier's  Children.    With  34  Illustrations  by  E.  G.  THOMSON  and  E.  STUART  II ARDY.    Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  y.  6./. 

Wissmann     (Hermann    von).  —  My    Second    Journey    through 

Equatorial  Africa.    With  92  Illustrntions.    Demy  8ro,  cloth,  i&r. 
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Wood  (H.  F.),  Detective  Stories  by.     Po';t  8vo,  boards,  ■zs.  each. 

The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard.     |        The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

Wood  (Lady). — Sabina:  A  Novel.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2j. 


Wool  ley  (Celia  Parker). - 

ology.     Post  Sve,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Rachel  Armstrong;  or,  Love  and  The- 

cloth,  2S.  tci. 


Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  75.  6i.  each. 

The  Caricature  History  of  the  Georges.    With  400  Caricatures,  Squibs,  &c. 
History  of  Caricature  and  of  the  Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature,  Sculpture,  and 
Painting.    Illustrated  Ijy  F.  W.  Faikhoi.T,  F.S.A. 

Wynman  (Margaret).— My  Flirtations.      With  13  Illustrations  by 

J.  Bernard  PartridGB.     Crown  8vo,  cloth,  y.  6d. ;  post  8to,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Land  at  Last.  |        The  Forlorn  Hope.  |        Casta\?ay. 


Zangwill  (I.).  —  Ghetto  Tragedies. 

A.  S.  Boyd.     Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  is,  net. 


With   Three   Illustrations   by 


Zola  (Emile),  Novels  by.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  35.  6d.  each. 

The  Fat  and  the  Thin.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  ViZETELLY. 

Money.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  ViZETELLY. 

The  Downfall.    Translated  by  E.  A.  ViZETELLY. 

T/io  Dream.    Translated  by  ELIZA  CHASE.     With  Eiffht  riustrations  by  JEANNIOT. 

Doctor  Pascal.    Translated  by  E.  A.  ViZETELLY.    With  Portrait  of  the  Author. 

Lourdes.    Translated  by  Ernest  A.  Vizetelly. 

Rome.    Translated  by  ERNEST  A.  ViZETELLY. 


SOME   BOOKS  CLASSIFIED  IN  SERIES. 

•»*  For  fuller  cataloguing,  see  alphabetical  arrangement,  pp.  1-26. 
The  Mayfair  Library.     Post  8vo,  doth  limp,  2s,  M.  per  Volume. 


A  Jonmey  Kound  My  Room.  By  X.  de  M aistrb. 

Translated  bv  Sir  HENRY  ATI  WELL. 
Quips  aid  Qii  tdities.    By  W.  n.  Adams. 
The  Agrny  Co  umn  of  'The  Times.' 
Melancholy  Aaitomised  :  Abridgfment  of  BURTON. 
Poetical  lu^ea  uties.    By  W.  T.  DOBSON. 
The  Cutiboara  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 
■W.  S.  Gilb  Tfs  Plays.    Three  Series. 
SoEgg  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Animils  and  their  Masters.    By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Social  Pressure.     By  Sir  A.  HELPS. 
Curiosities  of  Criticism.    By  H.  1.  Jennings. 
The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast-Table.  By  OLIVER 

WENDELL   HOLMES. 

Pencil  and  Palette.    By  R.  KE>rpT. 
Little  Essays:  from  La'mb'S  LETTERS. 
foreniic  Anecdotes.    By  Jacob  I-ARW'DOD. 


Theatrical  Aneedotes.    By  Jacob  Larwood 
Jeux  d'Esprit.     Edited  by  Henry  S.  LeiGH 
Witch  Stories.    Bv  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves.    By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Pastimes  and  Players.    By  R.  Macgrbgor. 
New  Paul  and  Virginia.    By  W.  H.  Mallock, 
The  New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock 
Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  C.  Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-aaddled.    By  H.  C.  Pennell 
Muses  of  Mayfair.    Edited  by  H.  C.  Pbnnell. 
Thoreau  :  Mis  Life  and  Aims.     By  H.  A  PAGE 
Puniana.    By  Hen.  HUGH  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.    Bv  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting. 
By  Stream  and  Sea.    By  William  Senior. 
Leaves  from  a  Naturalists  Mote-Book     Bv  Dr 
Andrew  Wilson. 


The  Golden  Library.     Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  as.  per  Volume. 
Diversions  of  the  Echo  Club.  Bayard  Taylor. 
Bongs  for  Sailors.    By  w.  c.  Bennett. 
Lives  of  the  Ne^rom  ncers.    By  W.  Godwin. 
The  Poetical  Works  of  Alexander  Pope. 
Scenes  of  Country  Life.    By  Edward  Jbssh. 
Xale  for  a  Chimney  Comer.    By  Leigh  Hunt. 


Tlie    Autocrat    of   the   Breakfast    Table       Bv 

OLIVER    WENDELL   HOLMES.  ' 

La  Mott  d'Arthur  :   Selections  from  MallORY 
Provincial  Letters  of  Blaise  Pascal. 
Maxims  and  Eeiections  of  Rochefoucauld. 


The  Wanderer's  Library,     crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3$.  m.  each. 


Wanderings  in   Patagonia.    By  Julius   Beer- 

BOHM.     Illustrated. 
Merrie  England  in  the  Olden  Time.  ByG.  DANIEL. 

Illustrated  by  KohtRT  CRUIKSHANK. 
circus  Life.     By  THOMAS  1-rost. 
Lives  of  the  Conjurers.    By  Thomas  Frost. 
The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old  London  Fairs.    By 

Thomas  f-ROST. 
Low-Life  Deeps.    By  James  Greenwood. 
lue  Wilds  of  London.    By  Ja.mes  Greenwood. 


Tunis.    By  Chev.  Hesse-Wartegg.    22  Illusts 
Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap  Jack. 
World  Behind  the  Scenes.    By  P.  Fitzgerald 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sajrings. 
The  Genial  Showman.    Bv  E.  P.  Hingston 
Story  of  London  Parks.    "By  Jacob  Larwood. 
London  Characters.    By  Henry  Mayhew 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners. 
Summer   Cruising   in   the   South   Seas      Bv  C 
Warren  Stoddard.    Illustrated 
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Books  in  Siir^'ES—continuccl. 

f  landy    Novels.      Fcap.  Svo,  cloth  boards,  IS.  6d.  each. 
The  CM  MiiWs  Sweetheart.    By  A.  ST.  AIT K Y.N.       r     A  Lost  Soul.     Hy  W.  L.  Al.DFN'. 
Modest  LiiV.e  Sara,     iiy  ALAN  Sr.  AUhvn.                    Dr.  Palliser  s  Piitiont.    I'.y  Guant  Al.l.F.N, 
Seven  Sleepprs  of  Ephesus.     M.  li.  COI.HKIDCH.           Monte  C  irlo  Storiss.     ISy  Joan  nAKKblT. 
Taken  from  the  Enemy.    liy  II.  Newuolt. I     Black  Spirits  and  White.    Cy  R.  A.  Cram. 


My     Library.      Printed  on  laid  paper, 
Citation  and  Exam  ination  of  William  Sbakspearo.    I 

I'.y  W.  S.  l.AMiuK. 
The  Journal  of  Maui  ice  de  Guerln.  ' 


post  Svo,  h.-ilf-Roxburglie,  2S.  Cd.  each. 
Cliri.stie  John.stone.     liy  Cmari.hs  Rhauu 
Pf E  WofBnpton.     I!y  CHARLES  RKAOi!. 
The  Dramatic  Essays  of  Charles  Lamb. 


The  Pocket  Library.    Post  8vo,  printed  on  laid  paper  and  hf.-bd.,  2S.  each. 

White  3  Natural  History  of  Selborne. 
Gulliver  s  Travels,  &c.     liy  Uean  SWIFT. 
Plajs  by  RiciiARi)  llRiNSLiiY  Sheridan. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clorgv.     By  Jacob  LarWOOD. 
Thomsons  Seasons,     lllnstratcj. 
Autocrat  of  the  Bieakf.vst  T.ib!e  .ind  The  Professor 
at  the  Breakfast  Table.     By  O.  W.  HOLMKS. 


The  Essays  of  Ella.    By  Charles  Lamb, 
liohinson  Crusoe.  Illuitnited  by  G.  CRUIKSHANK, 
Whims  and  Oddities.     By  Tho.mas  Huod. 
The  Barber  s  Chair,     By  DOUC.LAS  JHRROLD, 
P.-vstronomy.    Hv  Brillat-Savakin. 
The  Epicurean,  &-c.    By  Thomas  Moorh. 
Leigh  Hunt  s  Essays.    Edittd  by  E.  OLLiER, 


THE   PICCADILLY  NOVELS. 

LiBRARV  Editions  of  Novels, many  Illustrated,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 


By  F.  Al.  ALLEN. 

Green  as  Grass, 

Dy  GRANT  ALLCN. 


Great  T.iboo. 
Dumaresqs  Dnughter. 
DuchesK  of  Powyslaud. 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan    Greets    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag. 
At  M.-irket  Value. 
Vjjder  S  alf  d  Order*. 


PhiMstia, 

Stiance  Stories. 

Babylon. 

Por  Maimle  s  Sa&«, 

In  all  Shades, 

The  Beckoning  Hand. 

The  Devils  Die. 

This  Mortal  Cill. 

The  Tents  of  shem. 

By  IMARY  ANDERSON. 
Othello's  Occuration, 

By  EDWIN   L.  ARNOLD. 
Phra  the  rhoeuicii'-n.    |  Constable  01  3t,  Nicholas, 

By  ROBERT  BARR. 
InaStcamu-  Cha.r.         i  Fiom  V.'hcse  Bourns. 

By  FRANK   BARRETT. 
The  Woman  of  the  Iron  Bracelets. 
The  Harding  Scandal. 

By   'BELLG.' 
Vafhtl  and  Esther. 

By  SirW.  liESANT  and  J.  RICE. 


Ready  MoneyMortiboy 
Mv  Little  Girl. 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vukan. 
The  Golden  Euttcrny. 
The  Monks  of  The,en:a. 

By  Sir  WALTER   BESANT. 


By  Celias  Arbour. 
Chap  am  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.Lucraft. 
In  TrafalKar  s  I  r.y. 
The  Ten  Years  Tenant. 


The  Bell  ot  St.  Pauls. 
The  Holy  Rote. 
Armorel  oi  Lyonrssc, 
S.  Kiitheiino  s  bv  Tuwer 
Verbena  Camellia  St«- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Qnci-n. 
Beyond    the  Dreams  of 

Avarice. 
The  Master  Craftsman. 


All    Sorts   and    Condi 

tions  of  Men. 
The  Captains  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Unci?  Jack. 
Tte  World  Went  Very 

WMlThm, 
ChiMreuof  Gibcon. 
Herr  Faulus. 
For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
To  Call  Her  Mine. 

By  PAUL  BOURGET. 

A  Living  Lie 

By   ROBERT  BUCHANAN 

Shadow  of  the  Sword.        —     -    -     ... 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  M^n. 

Martyr'iom  of  Mi-.dellne 

Love  Mo  for  Ever. 

Annan  Water. 

Foxglove  Mi-nor.  I 

ROB.  BUCHANAN  &  HY.  MURRAY. 

The  Charlatan 

By  J.  MITCHELL  CHAPPLE. 
The  Minor  Chuid. 


The  New  Abclard. 
Matt.   I    Ka<  hel  Dene. 
Master  ol  the  Mine. 
The  11- ir  of  Liiine 
Wuir.an  and  thi-  Man. 
Etsd  and  White  Ucalher. 


By   HALL  CAINR. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  1  The  Deemster. 
A  Bon  of  Hagar.  I 

By  iViACLAREN  COBBAN. 
The  Red  Eult:>n.  I  The  Burden  of  Isabel. 

By  AlORT.  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Transmigration.  I  From  Midnight  to  Mid- 

Blackoinith  &  Scholar.  nljht. 

The  Village  Comedy.        |  You  Play  me  False. 
By  WILKIE   COLLINS. 


The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Two  Destinies. 
Th?  Law  and  the  Lady. 
The  Haunted  Hotel. 
The  Fallen  L,'.aves. 
Jezebels  Daughter. 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science. 
'  I  Say  No.' 
Little  NovpIs. 
The  Evil  Genius. 
The  Leiracv  of  Cain. 
A  Rogues  Life. 
Blind  I.ova. 


Armadale.  |  AfterDari. 

Ko  M;i!iie. 

Antoniua. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek, 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

My  Miscellanies. 

The  Woman  in  White. 

The  Moonstone. 

Man  and  Wife. 

Poor  Mis.s  Finch. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  7 

Tq8  New  Magdalen. 

By  DUTTON   COOK. 
Paul  Foster  8  Daughter. 

By  E.  H.  COOPER. 
Geoffory  Hamilton. 

By  V.  CECIL  COTES. 
Two  Girls  ou  a  Barge. 

By  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
His  Vanished  Star. 

By  H.   N.  CRELLIN. 
Komances  ol  the  Old  Seraglio. 

By  A;ATT  CRIAl. 
The  Adventures  of  a  Fnir  Kei^el. 

By  S.  R.  CROCIvETT  and  others 
Tales  ol  Our  Coast. 

By  B.  M, 
Diana  Barrington. 
riuper  Pride. 
A  Fiimllv  Likeneei. 
Prptty  Mi.'is  Neville. 
A  B.rd  of  Pii.isage. 
'To  Lot.'    I  Mr.  JtvIs, 


CROKER. 

Vl'-laga  Tales  &  Ju'ig'.s 

Tragedies, 
The  Real  Lady  Dl'da. 
Married  or  Single. 
Two  Masters. 
In  theKi  igdora  of  Kerry 


By  WILLIAAl  CVPLES, 

Hearts  of  Gold. 

r.y  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evan?oli3t  ;  nr.  Ion  ^^^ilvm  on. 

By  H.  COLEAIAN    DAVIDSON. 
Mr.  Sadler  e  D^ufiht^r^, 

By  ERASMUS  DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth, 

By  JAMES   DE   AlILLE. 
A  Castle    in  ^|<i'.u 
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The  Piccadilly  (3/G)  Novei^s— continued. 
By.  J.  LEITH   DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.  I  Circe's  Lovers. 

By  DJCK  DONOVAN. 

Tracked  to  Doom.  |  The  Myslery  of  Jamaica 

Mau  from  Manchester.  |     Terrace. 

By  A.  CONAN  DOYLE. 

The  Firm  of  Gird'eitone. 

By  S.   JEANNETTE   DUNCAN. 

A  DauRhter  of  Today   I   Vernon's  Aunt. 

By  G.  MANVILLE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.  I  The  Ticer  Lily. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.       I  The  White  Virgin. 

By  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero.  „,, 

By  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
One  by  One.  I  Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Dog  and  Ms  Shadow.     Jaeli  Doyle  s  Daughtar. 

VrefaeedV  Sir  BARTLE   FRERB. 

Pandurang  Hari.  „~~ 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls.  „ 

By  PAUL  GAULOT, 
The  Red  Shirts. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray 
Loving  a  Dream. 

By  E. 
The  Lost  Heiress. 
A  Fair  Colonist. 


I  The  Golden  Shaft. 


GLANVILLC. 

I  The  Fossieker. 
I  The  Golden  Rock. 
By  E.   J.   GOODMAN. 
The  Fate  of  Herbert  Wayne. 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD 
Red  Spider.  I  Eve. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 

Corinthla  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 
The  Days  of  his  Vanity. 

By  THOMAS  HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

By   BRET  HARTE 


A  W.aif  of  the  Plains 
A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

Gate. 
A    Sappho    of    Green 

Sorings. 
Col?Starbottle's  Client. 
Susy 


Sally  Dows. 

A    Protegee     of     Jack 

Hiimlin  s. 
Bell-Ringer  of  Angel's. 
Clarence. 
Barker's  Luck. 
Devils  Ford. 


By  JULIAN   HAWTHORNE. 


Beatrix  Randolph. 

David  Poindexter  s  Dis- 
appearance. 

The     Spectre     of     the 
Camera. 
HELPS. 


Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 

Sebastian  Strome 

Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 

By  Sir  A 

Ivan  de  Biron.  _ 

By  L  HENDERSON. 

Agatha  Page.  _     _ 

By  0.  A.  HENTY. 

Kulub  the  Juegler.         I  Dorothy  s  Double. 

By  JOHN   HILL. 
The  Common  Ancestor 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD. 

Lady  Verner's  Flisht.      I  The  Professor's  Esperi 

The  Red-House  Mystery       ment. 

The  Three  Graces.  I  A  Point  of  Conscience. 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
The  Leaden  Casket.  I  Self  Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.  1  Mrs.  Juliet. 

By  C.  J.  CUTCLIFFE  HYNE. 
Honour  of  Thieves. 

By  R.  ASHE   KING. 
A  Dra'wn  Game. 
•  The  Wearing  of  thn  Green.' 

By  EDMOND  LEPELLETIER. 

Madame  Sans  Gt-ne. 

By  HARRY  LINDSAY. 

Rhoda  Roberts. 

By  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 

Gideon  Fleyce. 


By  E.  LYNN   LINTON. 


Patricia  Kemball. 

Under  which  Lord? 

'  My  Lover 

lone. 

Paston  Carew. 


Sowing  the  Wind. 

The  Atonement  of  Leam 

Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
The  One  Too  Many. 


By  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 


Donna  Quixote. 

Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

The  Dictator. 

Red  Diamonds. 

The  Riddle  Ring. 


A  Fair  Saxon 
Linl-y  Rochford. 
Dear  Lady  Disda'a. 
C  miiola. 

Waterdale  Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's  Daughter. 
Miss  Misanthrope. 

By  JUSTIN   H.  MCCARTHY. 
A  London  Legend. 

By  GEORGE  MACDONALD. 
Heather  and  Snow.  |   Phantastes. 

By   L.  T.  MEADE. 
A  Soldier  of  Fortune.     I  The     Voice     of     the 
In  an  Iron  Grip.  I     Charmer. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 
This  Stage  of  Fools. 

By  BERTRAM  MITFORD. 
The  Gun  Runner.  I  The  King's  Assegai. 

Tiie    Luck    of    Gerard    Renshaw         Fanning'* 
Ridgeley.  I     Quest. 

By  J.  E.  MUODOCK. 
Maid  Marian  and  Robin  Hood. 
Basile  the  Jester.  |  Young  Lochluvar. 

EJy   D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY 


Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 
BobMartiu's  Little  Girl. 
Time's  Revenges. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 
Mount  Despair. 
A  Capful  0  Nails. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  of  Fire. 

Old  Blazer  s  Hero. 

Val  Strange.   |  Hearts. 

A  Model  Father. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 

Fii-st  Person  Singular. 

By  MURRAY  and   HERMAN. 
The  Bishops'  Bible.  I  Paul  Jones  s  Alias. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  | 

By  HUME  NISBET. 

■  Bail  Up  I ' 

By  W.  E.  NORRIS. 

Saint  Anns.  I  Billy  Belle vy. 

By  Q.  OHNET. 
A  Weird  Gift. 

By  OUIDA 


H-ild  in  Bondage. 

Etralhmore. 

Chandcs. 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Idalia. 

Cecil     Castlemaine's 

Gage. 
Tricotrin.      |    Puck. 
FoUe  Farine. 
A  Dog  of  Flanders. 
Pa?carel.      |    Sijna. 
Princess  Napraxine. 
Ariadne. 


Two     Little     Wooden 

Shoes. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths.       I    RuSno. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Commune. -1 
Bimbi.       |    Wanda. 
Frescoes.   |    Othmar. 
In  Maremma. 
Byrlin.        |  Guilderoy. 
Santa  Barbara. 
Two  Offenders. 


By  MARGARET  A.  PAUL 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  JAMES  PAYN. 

Lost  Sir  Massmgberd.       ■";-'-'-•-;-■ 
Less  Black  than  We're 

Fainted. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
In  Peril  and  Privation. 
The    Mystery   of   Mir 
By  Proxy. 
The  Canon's  Ward, 
Walter's  Word. 

By  WILL  PAYNE. 
Jerry  the  Dreamer. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL  PRAED. 
Outlaw  and  Lawmaker.  I  Mrs.  Tregaskiss. 
Cliristina  Chard.  | 

By  E.  C.  PRICE. 

Valentina.  I  Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

The  Foreigners.  1 


High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
Glow  worm  Tales. 
The  Talk  of  the  TouTl, 
Holiday  Tasks. 
For  Cash  Only. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
Sunny  Stories. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
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By   RICHARD   PRVCE. 
Hiss  Maxwell's  ASectiona. 

By  CHARLES   READR. 


The  Double  Marriage. 

Griffith  Gaunt. 

Fonl  Play. 

Pat  Yourself  In  His 
Place. 

A  Terrible  Temptation. 

A  Simpleton. 

A  Woman  Hater. 

The  Jilt.  >V  I  IhrrSlnrins  : 
and  Good  Stories  of 
Men  and  other  Ani- 
mals. 

A  Perilous  Secret. 

Readiana;  ;in<l  Eible 
Characters. 


Pec    WofBiigton  ;1  and 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Hard  Cash. 
Cloister  &  the  Hearth. 
Never  Too  Late  to  Mend 
The    Course    of     True 

Love  Never  Did  Rnn 

Smooth  ;    ami  Single- 
heart  andDoubleface. 
Antobiosraphy     of     a 

a  Thief,    Jacic  of  all 

Trades  :    A  Hero  and 

a  Martyr  ;    and  The 

Wandering  Heir. 
Love    Me   Little,  Love 

Me  Lont;. 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Weird  Stories. 

By  AftlELlE   RIVES. 
Barbara  Denng. 

By   F.   W.   ROBINSON. 
The  Hands  of  Justice.    I  Woman  In  the  Dark. 

By   DORA   RUSSELL. 
A  Country  sweetheart.  1  The  Drift  of  Fate. 

By   W.  CLARK    RUSSELL. 
Sound  tha  Galley  Fire.     My  Shipmate  Louise. 
In  the  Middle  Watch.     '    " '  —  .    ~  .    - 

A  Voyape  to  the  Cape. 
Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The    Mystery    of    the 

•  Ocean  Star.' 
The  Komance  cf  Jenny 

Harlowe 


Mo- 


An  Ocean  Trapredy. 

By  JOHN 
Guy  Waterman. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 


Alone  on  Wide  Wid 
The  Phantrm  Death. 
Is  He  the  Man  7 
The    Good    Ship 

hock.' 
The  Convict  Ship. 
Heart  of  Oak. 
Th»  T.Tle  of  the  Ten. 
AUNDERS. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 
L'on  .n  the  Path 


By    KATHARINE   SAUNDERS. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth  I  Heart  Salvage. 
Gideons  Rock.  Sebastian. 

The  Hish  Mills.  I 

By  ADELINE   SERGEANT. 
Dr.  Endicott  s  Experiment. 

By  HAWLEY  SMART. 
Without  Love  or  Licence. 


By  T.  W.  SPEIQHT. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea.        I  The  Master  of  Trenance. 
The  Grey  Monk.  I 

By  ALAN  ST.  AUBYN. 
A  Fellow  of  Trinity.        I  In  Face  of  the  World. 
The  Junior  Dean.  Orchard  Damerel. 

Ma3t<>r  of  St  Benedict's.    TheTremlelt  Diamondi. 
To  his  Own  Master.         I 

By  JOHN  STAFFORD. 
Doris  and  I. 

By   R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

By   BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisio.  I  The  'Violin  Player. 

By  ANTHONY    TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now.  I    Scarborough  s  Family. 
Frau  Frohmann.  I   The  Land  Leasneis. 

By   PRANCES   E.  TROLLOPD. 
Like    Ships    upon    the  I  Anne  rvness. 
Sea.  1  Mabel's  rrogrecs. 

By   IVAN  TURQENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

By  MARK  TWAIN. 
The  American  Claimant,  j  Pudd  nhead  WHson. 
The£1.000.0WB.ank  note.    Tom  Sawyer, Detective. 
Tom  Sawyer  Abroad.      I 

By  C.    C.    FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

By  SARAH  TYTLER. 
Lady  Bell.  I  The  Blackball  Ghoiti. 

Buried  Diamonds.  I  The  Macdonald  L3.S3. 

By   ALLEN    UPWARD. 

The  Queen  against  Owen  1  The  Prince  of  BalUlstan 

By   E.  A.  VIZETELLY. 

The  Scorpion  :  .\  K.>niinco  of  Sp.iin. 

By  WILLIAM  WESTALL. 

Sons  of  Belial. 

By  ATHA   WESTBURY. 
The  Shadow  of  Hilton  Fernbrook. 

By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER. 
A  Solaler  s  Children. 

By  MARGARET  WYNAIAN. 
My  Flirtations. 


The  Downfall. 
The  Dream. 
Dr.  Pascal. 


By  E. 


ZOLA. 

I  Money.  I  Lourdes. 
The  Fat  and  the  Thin. 
Rome. 


CHEAP  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  NOVELS. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2S.  each. 


By   ARTEAIUS  WARD. 

Artcmus  Ward  Complete. 

By   EDMOND   ABOUT. 

The  Fellah. 

By   HAMILTON  AIDE. 

Carr  of  Carrlyon.  I   Confidences. 

By  MARY  ALBERT. 

Brooke  Finchley  s  Daughter. 

By   Mrs.  ALEXANDER. 

Kaid,  Wife  or  Widow  7    |  'Valerie  s  Fate. 

By  GRANT  ALLEN. 

Phillstia. 

Strange  Stories. 

Babylon 

For  Maimlc's  Sake. 

In  all  Shades. 

The  Beckoning  Hand 

The  Devil's  Die. 

The  Tents  of  Shem. 


The  Great  Taboo. 
Duraaresq  s  Daughter. 
Duchess  of  Powyalaud. 
Blood  Royal. 
Ivan    Greets    Master- 
piece. 
The  Scallywag. 
This  Mortal  Coll. 


Bv   E.  LESTER  ARNOLD. 

Fhrathe  Phoenician. 

By  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 

GrantUy  Grange. 


BY   FRANK   BARRETT. 


Fettered  for  Li:e. 
Little  Lady  Linton. 
Bitween  Life  &  Death. 
The  Sin  of  Ol^a  Zassou- 

lich. 
Folly  Morrison. 
Lie  lit.  Barnabas. 
Honest  Davie. 


A  Prodig.xl  s  Progress. 
Found  Guilty. 
A  Recoiling  Ven(;eaace. 
For  Love  and  Honour. 
John    Ford ;    and    Hii 

Helpmate. 
The  Woman  of  the  Iron 

Bracelets. 


By  Sir  W.  BESANT  and  J.   RICE. 

Ready  Money  Mortlboy     By  Celia  s  Arbour. 


Mv  Little  Girl 
With  Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
The  Monks  of  Tbelema. 

By  Sir  WALTER  BESANT 

All  Sorts  and  Condi- 
tions of  Men. 

The  Captains    Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster. 

Uncle  jack. 

The  World  Went  Very 
Well  Then. 

Children  of  Qibeon. 

Herr  Paulas. 

By  AMBROSE   BIERCE. 

In  the  Midst  of  Ufe. 


Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 
The  Scamv  Side. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraf  t. 
In  Trafalgar  s  Bay. 
The  Ten  Years  Tenant. 


For  Faith  and  Freedom. 
Tt  Call  Her  Mine 
The  Bell  of  St.  Paul  i. 
The  Holv  Rose. 
Arroorelof  Lyon^s^p 
S.Katherlne'sbvTower. 
Verbena  Camellia  Ste- 

phanotis. 
The  Ivory  Gate. 
The  Rebel  Queen, 
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Two-Shilling  Novels— fo«/in"f(i. 
By  FREDERICK  BOYLE. 
Camp  Notes.  I  Chronicles  of  ho  man  s 

Bavage  LLfe.  I      Land. 

BY  BRET   HARTE. 
CaUfornlan  Stories.        I  Flip.  J.^\"'J*- 

Gabriel  Conroy.  A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

The    Luck   of    Roaring    A  Waif  of  the  Plains. 

Camp.  A  Ward  of  the  Golden 

An  Heiress  of  Red  Dag.  I      Gate. 

By  HAROLD   BRYDGES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 

By  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 


The  Martyrdom  of  Ma- 
deline. 
The  New  Alwlard. 
Matt. 

Tae  Heir  of  Linne. 
Woman  and  the  Man. 


Shadow  of  the  Sword 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Ma.«;t'rr  ol  the  Mine 
ft V) nan  Water. 

By  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime.  I  The  Deemster. 
ASonofHasar.  I  _„„., 

By  Commander  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  •  Black  Prince.' 

By  Mrs.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Deceivers  Ever.  I  Juliets  Guarn'.aa. 

By   HAYDEN  CARRUTH. 

The  Adventures  of  Jr'nes.  

By  AUSTIN  CLARE. 
For  the  Love  of  a  Lass. 

By  Mrs.  ARCHER  CLIVE. 

Paal  FerroU.  

Whv  Paul  f  erroU  KiUe-l  his  Wife. 

By  AlACLAREN  COBBAN. 

The  Cure  of  Souls.  I    The  ReA  SuU^i. 

By  C.  ALLSTON  COLLiNS. 

The  Bar  Sinister.  .  _  .^,^ 

Bv  iMORT.  &  FR.A.NCES  COLLINS 

Bweet  Anne  Page.  I  Sweet  and  Twentv. 

Transmigration.  The  Village  Comedy. 

From  Midnight  to  Mid- 1  You  Flav  me  Fa'.se 


night. 
A  Fisht  with  Fortune. 


Blacksmith  aad  i 
Fr.ances. 


By  WILKIE   COLUNS 


My  Miscellanies. 
The  Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife. 
Poor  Miss  Finch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebels  Daughter. 
The  Black  Eobo. 
Heart  and  Science. 
'I  Say  No !' 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 
Lesacy  of  Cain. 
Blind  Love. 


Armadale.  |  AfterDark. 

No  Name. 

Antonina. 

Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 

The  Dead  Secret. 

Queen  of  Hearts. 

Miss  or  Mrs.  7 

The  New  Magdalen. 

The  Frozen  IJeep. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel. 

A  Kogue's  Life. 

By  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

By  DUTTON  COOK. 
T,o  I  Paul  Fosters  Daughter. 

Bv  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The  Prophet  of  the  Great  Smoky  Hountams. 

By  MATT  CR!M. 
The  Adventtires  of  a  Fail  Rebel. 

By  B.  ]\1.  CROKER. 
Pretty  Miss  NevlUe.  I  Proper  Pride. 
Diana  Barrington.  A  Fan  ily  Likeness, 

■To  Let.'  Village 'i'ales  and  J  angle 

A  Bird  of  Passage.  I     Tragedies. 

By  W.   CYPLES. 

Hearts  of  Gold.  

By  ALPHONSE   DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Tovt  S.ilvation. 

By   ERASMUS  DAWSON. 
The  Fountain  of  Youth. 

By  JAMES   DE  MILLE. 
&  Castle  in  Spain. 


By  J.   LEITH   DERWENT. 

Our  Lady  of  Tears.         I  Circes  Levers. 

Bv  CHARLES   DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Nicholas  Nickleby, 

O.iver  Twist.  I 

By  DICK  DONOVAN 


In  the  Grip  of  the  Law. 
From  Inlormation  B»- 

ceived. 
Tracked  to  Doom. 
Link  by  Link 
Suspicion  Aroused. 
Dark  Deeds. 
Riddles  Read. 


The  Man-Hunter 

Tracked  and  Taken. 

Caught  at  Last  I 

Wanted! 

Who    Poisoned    Hetty 

Dun"an  7 
Man  irom  Manchester. 

A  Detective's  Triumphs  ,   

By  Mrs.  ANNIE   EDVVARDES. 
A  Point  of  Honour.        1  Archie  Lovell. 

By  M.  BETHAM=EDWARDS. 
Felicia.  I  Kitty. 

By  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 

^''"'^'  Bv  0.  MANVTLLE   FENN. 
The  New  Mistress.  I  The  Tigor  LUy. 

Witness  to  the  Deed.        | 

By   PERCY   FITZGERALD. 


Bella  Donna 
Never  Forgotten. 

rmiy. 

Fatal  Zero. 


Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy  -  five    Brooks 

Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome, 

By  P.  FITZGERALD  and  others. 

Strange  Secrets. 

By  ALBANY   DE   FONDLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre.  .  „., 

-     -    FRANCILLON. 
Kin;  or  Knave  7 


By  R.  E 

Olympia. 
One  by  One. 

A  Real  Queen. 
Queen  Cophetua 


Romances  of  the  Law. 

Ropes  of  Sand. 

A  Dog  and  his  S'jadow. 


By   HAROLD   FREDERIC 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife.    I  The  Lawton  G  rl. 
Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE   FRcRE 
Pandora  ng  Hari. 

By  HAIN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

By  EDWARD  GARRETT. 

The  Capel  Girls. 

By  GILBERT  GAUL. 

A  Strange  Man-ascript. 

By  CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 

Fancy  Free. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What  will  World  Say  7 

In  Love  and  War. 

For  the  King. 

In  Pastures  Green. 

Queen  of  the  Meadow. 

A  Heart  s  Problem. 

The  Desd  Heart. 


In  Honour  Bou^d. 
Flower  of  the  Foirst. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
By  Mead  and  Srream. 
Loving  a  Dreani, 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart  s  Do  ight. 
Blood-Money. 

By  WILLIAM  GILBERT. 

Dr.  Austin  s  Guests.        I  The     Wizard    of     th( 
James  Duke.  I      Mountain. 

By   ERNEST  GLANVILLE. 

The  Lost  Heiress.  1  The  Fossicker. 

A  Fair  Colonist.  I 

By  Rev.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 

Bed  Spider.  i   fcve. 

By  HENRY  GREVILLE. 

A  Noble  Woman.  |   Nikauor. 

By  CECIL  GRIFFITH. 
Corlnthia  Marazion. 

By  SYDNEY  GRUNDY. 
The  Days  of  his  V.nity. 

By  JOHN   HABBERTON. 
Brueton's  Bayou.  I  Country  Luck. 

By   ANDREW   HALLIDAY. 
Every  day  Papers. 

By  Lady  DUFFUS  HARDY. 

Paul  Wyuter  s  Sacrifice. 


CHAtTO  &  WINDUS,  no  &  tii  St.  Martin's  Lane,  London,  W.C.      31 


Beatrix  Randolph. 

Love— or  a  Hame. 

David  Poinde::ter  «  Dis- 
appearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the 
Camera. 


Two-Shilling  Novels — continued, 

Bv  THOMAS   HARDY. 
Under  the  dreenwood  Tree. 

By  J.  BERWICK   HARWOOD. 
The  Ttnth  Eail. 

By  JULIAN  HAWTHORNR. 
Oarth.  ~  -      •  •   •- 

Elllce  Qnentln. 
Fortune  s  Fool. 
Miu  Cadogna. 
SetMutian  Strom* 
Doit. 

By  Sir  ARTHUR  HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

By  Q.  A.  HENTY. 
Eujub  the  Juggler. 

By   HENRY   HERMAN. 
A  Leading  Lady. 

By   HEADON   HILL. 
Zambra  the  Detective. 

By  JOHN   HILL. 
Treason  Felony. 

By  Airs.  CASHEL  HOEY. 
The  Lovers  Creed. 

Bv  Mrs.  GEORGE   HOOPER. 

The  House  of  Raby. 

By  TIGHE   HOPKINS. 

Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

By  Mrs.  HUNGERFORD 


A  Modern  Circe. 
Lady  Vernera  F'lfht. 
The  Red  House  Mystery 


A  Maiden  all  Forlorn. 

In  Durance  VUe. 

Uarvel. 

A  Mental  Struggle 

By  Mrs.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thomicrofts  Model.  I  Self  Condemned. 
That  Other  Person.         |   The  Leaden  Casket. 

By  JEAN   INGELOVV. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

By  WM.  JAMESON. 
Mr  Dead  Seif. 

By   HARRIETT  JAY. 
The  Dark  Colleen.  |  Queen  of  Connanght 

By  MARK   KERSHAW. 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 

By  R.   ASHE   KING. 
A  Drawn  Oa:ue.  i  1-assion  s  Slav*. 

'  The  Wearing  of    the     Bell  Barry. 
Green.'  I 

By  JOHN  LEYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

By   E.  LYNN   LINTON 


P&trlcla  Eemball 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord? 
Fasten  Carew. 
•  My  Love  I ' 
lone. 

By  HENRY   W.    LUCY 
Gideon  Fleyce. 

By  JUSTIN  McCarthy 


Camlola. 
Donna  Quixote. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
The  Dictator. 
Rod  Diamonds. 
MACCOLL. 


Dear  Lady  Disdain 
Waterdale  Neighbours. 
tdv  Enemy's  Daughter. 
A  Filr  Saxon. 
Linlev  Rochford. 
Uisa  Ml3anthrop*. 

By   HUGH 
Mr.  Strangers  Sealed  Packet. 

L'y  GEORGE  MACDONALD 
Heather  and  Snow. 

By  AGNES  MACDONELL. 
Qaaher  Conplrs 

By  KATHARINE   S.  MACQUOID 
The  Evil  Eye.  |  Lost  hose. 

By   W.   H.  MALLOCK. 
A  Romance  of  the  Nine-  |  The  New  Eepnbll*, 
t«enth  Qcntury.  [ 


The  Atonement  of  Leam 

Dundas. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
Rebel  of  the  Family. 
Sowing  the  Wind. 
The  One  Too  Many. 


By  FLORENCE   MARRYAT. 

Open  I  Sesame  I  I  A  Harvest  of  Wild  Data. 

Fighting  the  Air.  |  Written  In  Fire. 

By  J.  MASTERMAN. 

Half  a  d»zen  Daughters. 

By  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 

A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

By  L.  T.  MEADE, 

A  Soldier  of  Fortune. 

By  LEONARD  MERRICK. 

The  Man  who  was  Good. 

Bv  JEAN  AliDDLEMASS. 

Touch  and  Oo.  |  Mr.  DorlUion. 

By  Mrs.  MOLESWORTH. 

Hathercourt  Rectory. 

By  J.  E.  MUDDOCK. 

Stories  Weird  and  Won   I  From  the  Bosom  of  the 

der.'ul.  Deep. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret.  I 

By   D.  CHRISTIE   MURRAY. 


A  Life's  Atonement. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  sin?ul.r. 
Bob  Martin's  Little  Girl 
Time's  Kevengfs. 
A  Wasted  Crime. 
In  Direst  Peril. 


A  Model  Father 

Joseph's  Coat. 

Coals  ef  Fire. 

Val  Strauge. 

Old  Blazer  s  Hero. 

Hearts. 

The  Way  of  the  World 

Cynic  Fortune. 

By  MURRAY  and   HE  R.MAN. 

One  Traveller  Returns.  I  The  Bishops  Bible. 
Paul  Jones  e  Alias.  | 

By  HENRY  MURRAY. 

A  Game  of  Bluff.  |  A  Song  of  Sixpence. 

By   HU.ME   NISBET. 
'  BaU  D'pl  '  I  Dr.Bjrnard  St. 'Vincent. 

By  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance  7  or  Fate  ? 

By  GEORGES  OHNET. 
Dr.  r.ameau.  I  A  Weird  Gift. 

A  Last  Love.  | 

By  Mrs.  OLIPHANT. 
Whlteladlcs.  I  The  G:  o.itest  Heiress  In 

Tiie  Primrose  Path.  |     England. 

By    Mrs.   ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe  s  Fortunes. 

By  OU!DA. 


Two  Lit. Wooden  Shoei. 
Moths. 
Bimbl. 
Pipistrello. 
A  Village  Commune. 
Wanda. 
Othmar. 
Fres'  oes. 
In  MaremmA, 
Gullderoy. 
Ruffino. 
Syriin. 

Santa  Barbara. 

Two  Offenders. 

Ouidis   Wisdom, 

and  Pathos. 


Wit, 


Held  In  Bondage, 

Strathmore. 

Chandos. 

Idalia. 

Under  Two  Flajrs. 

Cecil  Cast.emaine  sGage 

Trlcotrin 

Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 

A  Dog  of  Flanderi. 

Pascarel. 

Slgna. 

Prinresa  Naprazlne. 

In  a  Winter  City. 

Ariadne. 

Friendship. 

By  MARGARET  AGNES   PAUL 

Gentle  and  Simple. 

By  C.  L.  PIRKIS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

By   EDGAR   A.  POE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Ropet. 

By  Mrs.  CAMPBELL   PRAED 
The  Romance  of   a  Station. 
The  Soul  of  Countess  Adrian. 
Ont'aw  and  Lawmaker. 
Christina  Chard 

By   E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentlna.  I   Mrs  Lancaster'!  SlvaL 

The  Foreigners.  I  Gerald. 

iiy   RICHARD   PRYCE. 
lUss  Idazwell's  Aflections. 
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Two-Shilling  Novels — continued. 
By  JAMES   PAYN. 

Eentinck'u  Tutor.  "    '       ' 

Murphy  B  Master. 

A  County  Family. 

At  Her  Mercy. 

Cecil  s  Tryst. 

The  Glytiaids  of  C!yffe. 

The  Foster  Brothers. 

Found  Dead. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

Walter  s  Word. 

Halves. 

Fallen  Fortunes. 

Humorous  Stories. 

£200  Eewai-d. 

A  Marine  Residence, 

Mii'k  Abbey. 

By  Proxy. 

Under  One  Roof. 

Uish  Spirits. 

Carlyon  s  Year. 

F.om  Exile. 

For  Cash  Only. 

Kit. 

The  Canon's  Ward. 


The  Talk  of  the  Town, 
Holiday  Tasks. 
A  Perfect  Treasure. 
What  He  Cost  Her. 
A  Confidential  Agent. 
Glow  worm  Tales. 
The  Burnt  Million. 
Sunny  Stories. 
Lost  Sir  Massmgberd. 
A  Woman's  'Vengeance. 
The  Family  Scapejrace. 
Gwen<So!ice  s  Harvest. 
Like  Father,  Like  Son. 
Married  Beneath  Him. 
'  Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 
Less  Black  than  We  rs 

Painted. 
Borne  Private  'Views. 
■  A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 
The    Mystery   of    Mlr- 

bridge. 
The  Word  and  the  Will. 
A  Prince  of  the  Blood. 
A  Trying  Patient. 
By  CHARLES   READE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to     A  TerribleTemptatlon. 


Mend 
Christie  Johnstone. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Put     Yourself    in    His 

Place 
Love  Me   Little,   Lore 

Me  Long. 
The   Cloister  and    the 

Hearth. 
The    CouriA    of    True 
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